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THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 


he “Red Death” had long devastated the country. No 

pestilence had ever been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood was 

its Avatar and its seal—the redness and the horror of blood. 
There were sharp pains, and sudden dizziness, and then profuse 
bleeding at the pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains upon the 
body and especially upon the face of the victim, were the pest ban 
which shut him out from the aid and from the sympathy of his 
fellow-men. And the whole seizure, progress and termination of the 
disease, were the incidents of half an hour. 

But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and sagacious. 
When his dominions were half depopulated, he summoned to his 
presence a thousand hale and light-hearted friends from among the 
knights and dames of his court, and with these retired to the deep 
seclusion of one of his castellated abbeys. This was an extensive and 
magnificent structure, the creation of the prince’s own eccentric yet 
august taste. A strong and lofty wall girdled it in. This wall had gates 
of iron. The courtiers, having entered, brought furnaces and massy 
hammers and welded the bolts. They resolved to leave means neither 
of ingress or egress to the sudden impulses of despair or of frenzy 
from within. The abbey was amply provisioned. With such 
precautions the courtiers might bid defiance to contagion. The 
external world could take care of itself. In the meantime it was folly to 
grieve, or to think. The prince had provided all the appliances of 
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pleasure. There were buffoons, there were improvisatori, there were 
ballet-dancers, there were musicians, there was Beauty, there was 
wine. All these and security were within. Without was the “Red 
Death.” 

It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth month of his seclusion, 
and while the pestilence raged most furiously abroad, that the Prince 
Prospero entertained his thousand friends at a masked ball of the 
most unusual magnificence. 

It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade. But first let me tell of 
the rooms in which it was held. There were seven—an imperial suite. 
In many palaces, however, such suites form a long and straight vista, 
while the folding doors slide back nearly to the walls on either hand, 
so that the view of the whole extent is scarcely impeded. Here the 
case was very different; as might have been expected from the duke’s 
love of the bizarre. The apartments were so irregularly disposed that 
the vision embraced but little more than one at a time. There was a 
sharp turn at every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn a novel 
effect. To the right and left, in the middle of each wall, a tall and 
narrow Gothic window looked out upon a closed corridor which 
pursued the windings of the suite. These windows were of stained 
glass whose color varied in accordance with the prevailing hue of the 
decorations of the chamber into which it opened. That at the eastern 
extremity was hung, for example, in blue—and vividly blue were its 
windows. The second chamber was purple in its ornaments and 
tapestries, and here the panes were purple. The third was green 
throughout, and so were the casements. The fourth was furnished 
and lighted with orange—the fifth with white—the sixth with violet. 
The seventh apartment was closely shrouded in black velvet 
tapestries that hung all over the ceiling and down the walls, falling in 
heavy folds upon a carpet of the same material and hue. But in this 
chamber only, the color of the windows failed to correspond with the 
decorations. The panes here were scarlet—a deep blood color. Now in 
no one of the seven apartments was there any lamp or candelabrum, 
amid the profusion of golden ornaments that lay scattered to and fro 
or depended from the roof. There was no light of any kind emanating 
from lamp or candle within the suite of chambers. But in the corridors 
that followed the suite, there stood, opposite to each window, a heavy 
tripod, bearing a brazier of fire that projected its rays through the 
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tinted glass and so glaringly illumined the room. And thus were 
produced a multitude of gaudy and fantastic appearances. But in the 
western or black chamber the effect of the fire-light that streamed 
upon the dark hangings through the blood-tinted panes, was ghastly 
in the extreme, and produced so wild a look upon the countenances 
of those who entered, that there were few of the company bold 
enough to set foot within its precincts at all. 

It was in this apartment, also, that there stood against the western 
wall, a gigantic clock of ebony. Its pendulum swung to and fro with a 
dull, heavy, monotonous clang; and when the minute-hand made the 
circuit of the face, and the hour was to be stricken, there came from 
the brazen lungs of the clock a sound which was clear and loud and 
deep and exceedingly musical, but of so peculiar a note and emphasis 
that, at each lapse of an hour, the musicians of the orchestra were 
constrained to pause, momentarily, in their performance, to hearken 
to the sound; and thus the waltzers perforce ceased their evolutions; 
and there was a brief disconcert of the whole gay company; and, 
while the chimes of the clock yet rang, it was observed that the 
giddiest grew pale, and the more aged and sedate passed their hands 
over their brows as if in confused reverie or meditation. But when the 
echoes had fully ceased, a light laughter at once pervaded the 
assembly; the musicians looked at each other and smiled as if at their 
own nervousness and folly, and made whispering vows, each to the 
other, that the next chiming of the clock should produce in them no 
similar emotion; and then, after the lapse of sixty minutes, (which 
embrace three thousand and six hundred seconds of the Time that 
flies,) there came yet another chiming of the clock, and then were the 
same disconcert and tremulousness and meditation as before. 

But, in spite of these things, it was a gay and magnificent revel. 
The tastes of the duke were peculiar. He had a fine eye for colors and 
effects. He disregarded the decora of mere fashion. His plans were 
bold and fiery, and his conceptions glowed with barbaric lustre. There 
are some who would have thought him mad. His followers felt that 
he was not. It was necessary to hear and see and touch him to be sure 
that he was not. 

He had directed, in great part, the moveable embellishments of the 
seven chambers, upon occasion of this great fete; and it was his own 
guiding taste which had given character to the masqueraders. Be sure 
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they were grotesque. There were much glare and glitter and piquancy 
and phantasm—much of what has been since seen in “Hernani.” 
There were arabesque figures with unsuited limbs and appointments. 
There were delirious fancies such as the madman fashions. There was 
much of the beautiful, much of the wanton, much of the bizarre, 
something of the terrible, and not a little of that which might have 
excited disgust. To and fro in the seven chambers there stalked, in 
fact, a multitude of dreams. And these—the dreams—writhed in and 
about, taking hue from the rooms, and causing the wild music of the 
orchestra to seem as the echo of their steps. And, anon, there strikes 
the ebony clock which stands in the hall of the velvet. And then, for a 
moment, all is still, and all is silent save the voice of the clock. The 
dreams are stiff-frozen as they stand. But the echoes of the chime die 
away—they have endured but an instant—and a light, half-subdued 
laughter floats after them as they depart. And now again the music 
swells, and the dreams live, and writhe to and fro more merrily than 
ever, taking hue from the many-tinted windows through which 
stream the rays from the tripods. But to the chamber which lies most 
westwardly of the seven, there are now none of the maskers who 
venture; for the night is waning away; and there flows a ruddier light 
through the blood-colored panes; and the blackness of the sable 
drapery appals; and to him whose foot falls upon the sable carpet, 
there comes from the near clock of ebony a muffled peal more 
solemnly emphatic than any which reaches their ears who indulge in 
the more remote gaieties of the other apartments. 

But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in them 
beat feverishly the heart of life. And the revel went whirlingly on, 
until at length there commenced the sounding of midnight upon the 
clock. And then the music ceased, as I have told; and the evolutions of 
the waltzers were quieted; and there was an uneasy cessation of all 
things as before. But now there were twelve strokes to be sounded by 
the bell of the clock; and thus it happened, perhaps, that more of 
thought crept, with more of time, into the meditations of the 
thoughtful among those who revelled. And thus, too, it happened, 
perhaps, that before the last echoes of the last chime had utterly sunk 
into silence, there were many individuals in the crowd who had 
found leisure to become aware of the presence of a masked figure 
which had arrested the attention of no single individual before. And 
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the rumor of this new presence having spread itself whisperingly 
around, there arose at length from the whole company a buzz, or 
murmur, expressive of disapprobation and surprise—then, finally, of 
terror, of horror, and of disgust. 

In an assembly of phantasms such as I have painted, it may well 
be supposed that no ordinary appearance could have excited such 
sensation. In truth the masquerade license of the night was nearly 
unlimited; but the figure in question had out-Heroded Herod, and 
gone beyond the bounds of even the prince’s indefinite decorum. 
There are chords in the hearts of the most reckless which cannot be 
touched without emotion. Even with the utterly lost, to whom life 
and death are equally jests, there are matters of which no jest can be 
made. The whole company, indeed, seemed now deeply to feel that in 
the costume and bearing of the stranger neither wit nor propriety 
existed. The figure was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from head to 
foot in the habiliments of the grave. The mask which concealed the 
visage was made so nearly to resemble the countenance of a stiffened 
corpse that the closest scrutiny must have had difficulty in detecting 
the cheat. And yet all this might have been endured, if not approved, 
by the mad revellers around. But the mummer had gone so far as to 
assume the type of the Red Death. His vesture was dabbled in blood 
—and his broad brow, with all the features of the face, was 
besprinkled with the scarlet horror. 

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral image 
(which with a slow and solemn movement, as if more fully to sustain 
its role, stalked to and fro among the waltzers) he was seen to be 
convulsed, in the first moment with a strong shudder either of terror 
or distaste; but, in the next, his brow reddened with rage. 

“Who dares?” he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who stood 
near him—’who dares insult us with this blasphemous mockery? 
Seize him and unmask him—that we may know whom we have to 
hang at sunrise, from the battlements!” 

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Prince 
Prospero as he uttered these words. They rang throughout the seven 
rooms loudly and clearly—for the prince was a bold and robust man, 
and the music had become hushed at the waving of his hand. 

It was in the blue room where stood the prince, with a group of 
pale courtiers by his side. At first, as he spoke, there was a slight 
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rushing movement of this group in the direction of the intruder, who 
at the moment was also near at hand, and now, with deliberate and 
stately step, made closer approach to the speaker. But from a certain 
nameless awe with which the mad assumptions of the mummer had 
inspired the whole party, there were found none who put forth hand 
to seize him; so that, unimpeded, he passed within a yard of the 
prince’s person; and, while the vast assembly, as if with one impulse, 
shrank from the centres of the rooms to the walls, he made his way 
uninterruptedly, but with the same solemn and measured step which 
had distinguished him from the first, through the blue chamber to the 
purple—through the purple to the green—through the green to the 
orange—through this again to the white—and even thence to the 
violet, ere a decided movement had been made to arrest him. It was 
then, however, that the Prince Prospero, maddening with rage and 
the shame of his own momentary cowardice, rushed hurriedly 
through the six chambers, while none followed him on account of a 
deadly terror that had seized upon all. He bore aloft a drawn dagger, 
and had approached, in rapid impetuosity, to within three or four feet 
of the retreating figure, when the latter, having attained the extremity 
of the velvet apartment, turned suddenly and confronted his pursuer. 
There was a sharp cry—and the dagger dropped gleaming upon the 
sable carpet, upon which, instantly afterwards, fell prostrate in death 
the Prince Prospero. Then, summoning the wild courage of despair, a 
throng of the revellers at once threw themselves into the black 
apartment, and, seizing the mummer, whose tall figure stood erect 
and motionless within the shadow of the ebony clock, gasped in 
unutterable horror at finding the grave-cerements and corpse-like 
mask which they handled with so violent a rudeness, untenanted by 
any tangible form. 

And now was acknowledged the presence of the Red Death. He 
had come like a thief in the night. And one by one dropped the 
revellers in the blood-bedewed halls of their revel, and died each in 
the despairing posture of his fall. And the life of the ebony clock went 
out with that of the last of the gay. And the flames of the tripods 
expired. And Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held illimitable 
dominion over all. 


Se ee 
RINGIPES & 


A TALE CONTAINING AN ALLEGORY. 


The gods do bear and will allow in kings 
The things which they abhor in rascal routes. 


— BUCKHURST’S TRAGEDY OF FERREX AND 
PORREX. 


bout twelve o'clock, one night in the month of October, and 

during the chivalrous reign of the third Edward, two 

seamen belonging to the crew of the “Free and Easy,” a 
trading schooner plying between Sluys and the Thames, and then at 
anchor in that river, were much astonished to find themselves seated 
in the tap-room of an ale-house in the parish of St. Andrews, London 
—which ale-house bore for sign the portraiture of a “Jolly Tar.” 

The room, although ill-contrived, smoke-blackened, low-pitched, 
and in every other respect agreeing with the general character of such 
places at the period—was, nevertheless, in the opinion of the 
grotesque groups scattered here and there within it, sufficiently well 
adapted to its purpose. 

Of these groups our two seamen formed, I think, the most 
interesting, if not the most conspicuous. 

The one who appeared to be the elder, and whom his companion 
addressed by the characteristic appellation of “Legs,” was at the same 
time much the taller of the two. He might have measured six feet and 
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a half, and an habitual stoop in the shoulders seemed to have been 
the necessary consequence of an altitude so enormous.—Superfluities 
in height were, however, more than accounted for by deficiencies in 
other respects. He was exceedingly thin; and might, as his associates 
asserted, have answered, when drunk, for a pennant at the mast- 
head, or, when sober, have served for a jib-boom. But these jests, and 
others of a similar nature, had evidently produced, at no time, any 
effect upon the cachinnatory muscles of the tar. With high cheek- 
bones, a large hawk-nose, retreating chin, fallen under-jaw, and huge 
protruding white eyes, the expression of his countenance, although 
tinged with a species of dogged indifference to matters and things in 
general, was not the less utterly solemn and serious beyond all 
attempts at imitation or description. 

The younger seaman was, in all outward appearance, the converse 
of his companion. His stature could not have exceeded four feet. A 
pair of stumpy bow-legs supported his squat, unwieldy figure, while 
his unusually short and thick arms, with no ordinary fists at their 
extremities, swung off dangling from his sides like the fins of a sea- 
turtle. Small eyes, of no particular color, twinkled far back in his head. 
His nose remained buried in the mass of flesh which enveloped his 
round, full, and purple face; and his thick upper-lip rested upon the 
still thicker one beneath with an air of complacent self-satisfaction, 
much heightened by the owner’s habit of licking them at intervals. He 
evidently regarded his tall shipmate with a feeling half-wondrous, 
half-quizzical; and stared up occasionally in his face as the red setting 
sun stares up at the crags of Ben Nevis. 

Various and eventful, however, had been the peregrinations of the 
worthy couple in and about the different tap-houses of the 
neighbourhood during the earlier hours of the night. Funds even the 
most ample, are not always everlasting: and it was with empty 
pockets our friends had ventured upon the present hostelrie. 

At the precise period, then, when this history properly 
commences, Legs, and his fellow Hugh Tarpaulin, sat, each with both 
elbows resting upon the large oaken table in the middle of the floor, 
and with a hand upon either cheek. They were eyeing, from behind a 
huge flagon of unpaid-for “humming-stuff,” the portentous words, 
“No Chalk,” which to their indignation and astonishment were 
scored over the doorway by means of that very mineral whose 
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presence they purported to deny. Not that the gift of decyphering 
written characters—a gift among the commonalty of that day 
considered little less cabalistical than the art of inditing—could, in 
strict justice, have been laid to the charge of either disciple of the sea; 
but there was, to say the truth, a certain twist in the formation of the 
letters—an indescribable lee-lurch about the whole—which 
foreboded, in the opinion of both seamen, a long run of dirty 
weather; and determined them at once, in the allegorical words of 
Legs himself, to “pump ship, clew up all sail, and scud before the 
wind.” 

Having accordingly disposed of what remained of the ale, and 
looped up the points of their short doublets, they finally made a bolt 
for the street. Although Tarpaulin rolled twice into the fire-place, 
mistaking it for the door, yet their escape was at length happily 
effected—and half after twelve o’clock found our heroes ripe for 
mischief, and running for life down a dark alley in the direction of St. 
Andrew’s Stair, hotly pursued by the landlady of the “Jolly Tar.” 

At the epoch of this eventful tale, and periodically, for many years 
before and after, all England, but more especially the metropolis, 
resounded with the fearful cry of “Plague!” The city was in a great 
measure depopulated—and in those horrible regions, in the vicinity 
of the Thames, where amid the dark, narrow, and filthy lanes and 
alleys, the Demon of Disease was supposed to have had his nativity, 
Awe, Terror, and Superstition were alone to be found stalking abroad. 

By authority of the king such districts were placed under ban, and 
all persons forbidden, under pain of death, to intrude upon their 
dismal solitude. Yet neither the mandate of the monarch, nor the huge 
barriers erected at the entrances of the streets, nor the prospect of that 
loathsome death which, with almost absolute certainty, overwhelmed 
the wretch whom no peril could deter from the adventure, prevented 
the unfurnished and untenanted dwellings from being stripped, by 
the hand of nightly rapine, of every article, such as iron, brass, or 
lead-work, which could in any manner be turned to a profitable 
account. 

Above all, it was usually found, upon the annual winter opening 
of the barriers, that locks, bolts, and secret cellars, had proved but 
slender protection to those rich stores of wines and liquors which, in 
consideration of the risk and trouble of removal, many of the 
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numerous dealers having shops in the neighbourhood had consented 
to trust, during the period of exile, to so insufficient a security. 

But there were very few of the terror-stricken people who 
attributed these doings to the agency of human hands. Pest-spirits, 
plague-goblins, and fever-demons, were the popular imps of 
mischief; and tales so blood-chilling were hourly told, that the whole 
mass of forbidden buildings was, at length, enveloped in terror as in a 
shroud, and the plunderer himself was often scared away by the 
horrors his own depreciations had created; leaving the entire vast 
circuit of prohibited district to gloom, silence, pestilence, and death. 

It was by one of the terrific barriers already mentioned, and which 
indicated the region beyond to be under the Pest-ban, that, in 
scrambling down an alley, Legs and the worthy Hugh Tarpaulin 
found their progress suddenly impeded. To return was out of the 
question, and no time was to be lost, as their pursuers were close 
upon their heels. With thorough-bred seamen to clamber up the 
roughly fashioned plank-work was a trifle; and, maddened with the 
twofold excitement of exercise and liquor, they leaped unhesitatingly 
down within the enclosure, and holding on their drunken course with 
shouts and yellings, were soon bewildered in its noisome and 
intricate recesses. 

Had they not, indeed, been intoxicated beyond moral sense, their 
reeling footsteps must have been palsied by the horrors of their 
situation. The air was cold and misty. The paving-stones, loosened 
from their beds, lay in wild disorder amid the tall, rank grass, which 
sprang up around the feet and ankles. Fallen houses choked up the 
streets. The most fetid and poisonous smells everywhere prevailed;— 
and by the aid of that ghastly light which, even at midnight, never 
fails to emanate from a vapory and pestilential atmosphere, might be 
discerned lying in the by-paths and alleys, or rotting in the 
windowless habitations, the carcass of many a nocturnal plunderer 
arrested by the hand of the plague in the very perpetration of his 
robbery. 

—But it lay not in the power of images, or sensations, or 
impediments such as these, to stay the course of men who, naturally 
brave, and at that time especially, brimful of courage and of 
“humming-stuff!” would have reeled, as straight as their condition 
might have permitted, undauntedly into the very jaws of Death. 
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Onward—still onward stalked the grim Legs, making the desolate 
solemnity echo and re-echo with yells like the terrific war-whoop of 
the Indian: and onward, still onward rolled the dumpy Tarpaulin, 
hanging on to the doublet of his more active companion, and far 
surpassing the latter’s most strenuous exertions in the way of vocal 
music, by bull-roarings in basso, from the profundity of his stentorian 
lungs. 

They had now evidently reached the strong hold of the pestilence. 
Their way at every step or plunge grew more noisome and more 
horrible—the paths more narrow and more intricate. Huge stones and 
beams falling momently from the decaying roofs above them, gave 
evidence, by their sullen and heavy descent, of the vast height of the 
surrounding houses; and while actual exertion became necessary to 
force a passage through frequent heaps of rubbish, it was by no 
means seldom that the hand fell upon a skeleton or rested upon a 
more fleshly corpse. 

Suddenly, as the seamen stumbled against the entrance of a tall 
and ghastly-looking building, a yell more than usually shrill from the 
throat of the excited Legs, was replied to from within, in a rapid 
succession of wild, laughter-like, and fiendish shrieks. Nothing 
daunted at sounds which, of such a nature, at such a time, and in such 
a place, might have curdled the very blood in hearts less irrevocably 
on fire, the drunken couple rushed headlong against the door, burst it 
open, and staggered into the midst of things with a volley of curses. 

The room within which they found themselves proved to be the 
shop of an undertaker; but an open trap-door, in a corner of the floor 
near the entrance, looked down upon a long range of wine-cellars, 
whose depths the occasional sound of bursting bottles proclaimed to 
be well stored with their appropriate contents. In the middle of the 
room stood a table—in the centre of which again arose a huge tub of 
what appeared to be punch. Bottles of various wines and cordials, 
together with jugs, pitchers, and flagons of every shape and quality, 
were scattered profusely upon the board. Around it, upon coffin- 
tressels, was seated a company of six. This company I will endeavor 
to delineate one by one. 

Fronting the entrance, and elevated a little above his companions, 
sat a personage who appeared to be the president of the table. His 
stature was gaunt and tall, and Legs was confounded to behold in 
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him a figure more emaciated than himself. His face was as yellow as 
saffron—but no feature excepting one alone, was sufficiently marked 
to merit a particular description. This one consisted in a forehead so 
unusually and hideously lofty, as to have the appearance of a bonnet 
or crown of flesh superadded upon the natural head. His mouth was 
puckered and dimpled into an expression of ghastly affability, and his 
eyes, as indeed the eyes of all at table, were glazed over with the 
fumes of intoxication. This gentleman was clothed from head to foot 
in a richly-embroidered black silk-velvet pall, wrapped negligently 
around his form after the fashion of a Spanish cloak.—His head was 
stuck full of sable hearse-plumes, which he nodded to and fro with a 
jaunty and knowing air; and, in his right hand, he held a huge human 
thigh-bone, with which he appeared to have been just knocking down 
some member of the company for a song. 

Opposite him, and with her back to the door, was a lady of no 
whit the less extraordinary character. Although quite as tall as the 
person just described, she had no right to complain of his unnatural 
emaciation. She was evidently in the last stage of a dropsy; and her 
figure resembled nearly that of the huge puncheon of October beer 
which stood, with the head driven in, close by her side, in a corner of 
the chamber. Her face was exceedingly round, red, and full; and the 
same peculiarity, or rather want of peculiarity, attached itself to her 
countenance, which I before mentioned in the case of the president— 
that is to say, only one feature of her face was sufficiently 
distinguished to need a separate characterization: indeed the acute 
Tarpaulin immediately observed that the same remark might have 
applied to each individual person of the party; every one of whom 
seemed to possess a monopoly of some particular portion of 
physiognomy. With the lady in question this portion proved to be the 
mouth. Commencing at the right ear, it swept with a terrific chasm to 
the left—the short pendants which she wore in either auricle 
continually bobbing into the aperture. She made, however, every 
exertion to keep her mouth closed and look dignified, in a dress 
consisting of a newly starched and ironed shroud coming up close 
under her chin, with a crimpled ruffle of cambric muslin. 

At her right hand sat a diminutive young lady whom she 
appeared to patronise. This delicate little creature, in the trembling of 
her wasted fingers, in the livid hue of her lips, and in the slight hectic 
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spot which tinged her otherwise leaden complexion, gave evident 
indications of a galloping consumption. An air of gave extreme haut 
ton, however, pervaded her whole appearance; she wore in a graceful 
and degage manner, a large and beautiful winding-sheet of the finest 
India lawn; her hair hung in ringlets over her neck; a soft smile 
played about her mouth; but her nose, extremely long, thin, sinuous, 
flexible and pimpled, hung down far below her under lip, and in spite 
of the delicate manner in which she now and then moved it to one 
side or the other with her tongue, gave to her countenance a 
somewhat equivocal expression. 

Over against her, and upon the left of the dropsical lady, was 
seated a little puffy, wheezing, and gouty old man, whose cheeks 
reposed upon the shoulders of their owner, like two huge bladders of 
Oporto wine. With his arms folded, and with one bandaged leg 
deposited upon the table, he seemed to think himself entitled to some 
consideration. He evidently prided himself much upon every inch of 
his personal appearance, but took more especial delight in calling 
attention to his gaudy-colored surtout. This, to say the truth, must 
have cost him no little money, and was made to fit him exceedingly 
well—being fashioned from one of the curiously embroidered silken 
covers appertaining to those glorious escutcheons which, in England 
and elsewhere, are customarily hung up, in some conspicuous place, 
upon the dwellings of departed aristocracy. 

Next to him, and at the right hand of the president, was a 
gentleman in long white hose and cotton drawers. His frame shook, 
in a ridiculous manner, with a fit of what Tarpaulin called “the 
horrors.” His jaws, which had been newly shaved, were tightly tied 
up by a bandage of muslin; and his arms being fastened in a similar 
way at the wrists, I prevented him from helping himself too freely to 
the liquors upon the table; a precaution rendered necessary, in the 
opinion of Legs, by the peculiarly sottish and wine-bibbing cast of his 
visage. A pair of prodigious ears, nevertheless, which it was no doubt 
found impossible to confine, towered away into the atmosphere of the 
apartment, and were occasionally pricked up in a spasm, at the sound 
of the drawing of a cork. 

Fronting him, sixthly and lastly, was situated a singularly stiff- 
looking personage, who, being afflicted with paralysis, must, to speak 
seriously, have felt very ill at ease in his unaccommodating 
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habiliments. He was habited, somewhat uniquely, in a new and 
handsome mahogany coffin. Its top or head-piece pressed upon the 
skull of the wearer, and extended over it in the fashion of a hood, 
giving to the entire face an air of indescribable interest. Arm-holes 
had been cut in the sides, for the sake not more of elegance than of 
convenience; but the dress, nevertheless, prevented its proprietor 
from sitting as erect as his associates; and as he lay reclining against 
his tressel, at an angle of forty-five degrees, a pair of huge goggle eyes 
rolled up their awful whites towards the ceiling in absolute 
amazement at their own enormity. 

Before each of the party lay a portion of a skull, which was used as 
a drinking cup. Overhead was suspended a human-skeleton, by 
means of a rope tied round one of the legs and fastened to a ring in 
the ceiling. The other limb, confined by no such fetter, stuck off from 
the body at right angles, causing the whole loose and rattling frame to 
dangle and twirl about at the caprice of every occasional puff of wind 
which found its way into the apartment. In the cranium of this 
hideous thing lay quantity of ignited charcoal, which threw a fitful 
but vivid light over the entire scene; while coffins, and other wares 
appertaining to the shop of an undertaker, were piled high up around 
the room, and against the windows, preventing any ray from 
escaping into the street. 

At sight of this extraordinary assembly, and of their still more 
extraordinary paraphernalia, our two seamen did not conduct 
themselves with that degree of decorum which might have been 
expected. Legs, leaning against the wall near which he happened to 
be standing, dropped his lower jaw still lower than usual, and spread 
open his eyes to their fullest extent: while Hugh Tarpaulin, stooping 
down so as to bring his nose upon a level with the table, and 
spreading out a palm upon either knee, burst into a long, loud, and 
obstreperous roar of very ill-timed and immoderate laughter. 

Without, however, taking offence at behaviour so excessively 
rude, the tall president smiled very graciously upon the intruders— 
nodded to them in a dignified manner with his head of sable plumes 
—and, arising, took each by an arm, and led him to a seat which some 
others of the company had placed in the meantime for his 
accommodation. Legs to all this offered not the slightest resistance, 
but sat down as he was directed; while the gallant Hugh, removing 
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his coffin tressel from its station near the head of the table, to the 
vicinity of the little consumptive lady in the winding sheet, plumped 
down by her side in high glee, and pouring out a skull of red wine, 
quaffed it to their better acquaintance. But at this presumption the 
stiff gentleman in the coffin seemed exceedingly nettled; and serious 
consequences might have ensued, had not the president, rapping 
upon the table with his truncheon, diverted the attention of all 
present to the following speech: 

“It becomes our duty upon the present happy occasion” — 

“Avast there!” interrupted Legs, looking very serious, “avast there 
a bit, I say, and tell us who the devil ye all are, and what business ye 
have here, rigged off like the foul fiends, and swilling the snug blue 
ruin stowed away for the winter by my honest shipmate, Will Wimble 
the undertaker!” 

At this unpardonable piece of ill-breeding, all the original 
company half started to their feet, and uttered the same rapid 
succession of wild fiendish shrieks which had before caught the 
attention of the seamen. The president, however, was the first to 
recover his composure, and at length, turning to Legs with great 
dignity, recommenced: 

“Most willingly will we gratify any reasonable curiosity on the 
part of guests so illustrious, unbidden though they be. Know then 
that in these dominions I am monarch, and here rule with undivided 
empire under the title of ‘King Pest the First.’ 

“This apartment, which you no doubt profanely suppose to be the 
shop of Will Wimble the undertaker—a man whom we know not, and 
whose plebeian appellation has never before this night thwarted our 
royal ears—this apartment, I say, is the Dais-Chamber of our Palace, 
devoted to the councils of our kingdom, and to other sacred and lofty 
purposes. 

“The noble lady who sits opposite is Queen Pest, our Serene 
Consort. The other exalted personages whom you behold are all of 
our family, and wear the insignia of the blood royal under the 
respective titles of ‘His Grace the Arch Duke Pest-Iferous’—'His 
Grace the Duke Pest-Ilential/—’His Grace the Duke Tem-Pest’/—and 
‘Her Serene Highness the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest.’ 

“As regards,” continued he, “your demand of the business upon 
which we sit here in council, we might be pardoned for replying that 
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it concerns, and concerns alone, our own private and regal interest, 
and is in no manner important to any other than ourself. But in 
consideration of those rights to which as guests and strangers you 
may feel yourselves entitled, we will furthermore explain that we are 
here this night, prepared by deep research and accurate investigation, 
to examine, analyze, and thoroughly determine the indefinable spirit 
—the incomprehensible qualities and nature—of those inestimable 
treasures of the palate, the wines, ales, and liqueurs of this goodly 
metropolis: by so doing to advance not more our own designs than 
the true welfare of that unearthly sovereign whose reign is over us all, 
whose dominions are unlimited, and whose name is ‘Death’.” 

“Whose name is Davy Jones!” ejaculated Tarpaulin, helping the 
lady by his side to a skull of liqueur, and pouring out a second for 
himself. 

“Profane varlet!” said the president, now turning his attention to 
the worthy Hugh, “profane and execrable wretch!—we have said, 
that in consideration of those rights which, even in thy filthy person, 
we feel no inclination to violate, we have condescended to make reply 
to thy rude and unseasonable inquiries. We nevertheless, for your 
unhallowed intrusion upon our councils, believe it our duty to mulct 
thee and thy companion in each a gallon of Black Strap—having 
imbibed which to the prosperity of our kingdom—at a single draught 
—and upon your bended knees—ye shall be forthwith free either to 
proceed upon your way, or remain and be admitted to the privileges 
of our table, according to your respective and individual pleasures.” 

“Tt would be a matter of utter impossibility,” replied Legs, whom 
the assumptions and dignity of King Pest the First had evidently 
inspired some feelings of respect, and who arose and steadied 
himself by the table as he spoke—“It would, please your majesty, be 
a matter of utter impossibility to stow away in my hold even one- 
fourth part of the same liquor which your majesty has just 
mentioned. To say nothing of the stuffs placed on board in the 
forenoon by way of ballast, and not to mention the various ales and 
liqueurs shipped this evening at different sea-ports, I have, at 
present, a full cargo of ‘humming stuff’ taken in and duly paid for 
at the sign of the ‘Jolly Tar.’ You will, therefore, please your majesty, 
be so good as to take the will for the deed—for by no manner of 
means either can I or will I swallow another drop—least of all a 
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drop of that villainous bilge-water that answers to the hall of ‘Black 
Strap.” 

“Belay that!” interrupted Tarpaulin, astonished not more at the 
length of his companion’s speech than at the nature of his refusal 
—“Belay that you tubber!—and I say, Legs, none of your palaver! My 
hull is still light, although I confess you yourself seem to be a little 
top-heavy; and as for the matter of your share of the cargo, why 
rather than raise a squall I would find stowageroom for it myself, 
but”— 

“This proceeding,” interposed the president, “is by no means in 
accordance with the terms of the mulct or sentence, which is in its 
nature Median, and not to be altered or recalled. The conditions we 
have imposed must be fulfilled to the letter, and that without a 
moment's hesitation—in failure of which fulfilment we decree that 
you do here be tied neck and heels together, and duly drowned as 
rebels in yon hogshead of October beer!” 

“A sentence!—a sentence!—a righteous and just sentence!—a 
glorious decree-—a most worthy and _ upright, and _ holy 
condemnation!” shouted the Pest family altogether. The king elevated 
his forehead into innumerable wrinkles; the gouty little old man 
puffed like a pair of bellows; the lady of the winding sheet waved her 
nose to and fro; the gentleman in the cotton drawers pricked up his 
ears; she of the shroud gasped like a dying fish; and he of the coffin 
looked stiff and rolled up his eyes. 

“Ugh! ugh! ugh!” chuckled Tarpaulin without heeding the general 
excitation, “ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—I was 
saying,” said he, “I was saying when Mr. King Pest poked in his 
marlin-spike, that as for the matter of two or three gallons more or 
less of Black Strap, it was a trifle to a tight sea-boat like myself not 
overstowed—but when it comes to drinking the health of the Devil 
(whom God assoilzie) and going down upon my marrow bones to his 
ill-favored majesty there, whom I know, as well as I know myself to 
be a sinner, to be nobody in the whole world, but Tim Hurlygurly the 
stage-player—why! it’s quite another guess sort of a thing, and utterly 
and altogether past my comprehension.” 

He was not allowed to finish this speech in tranquillity. At the 
name Tim Hurlygurly the whole assembly leaped from their name 


seats. 
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“Treason!” shouted his Majesty King Pest the First. 

“Treason!” said the little man with the gout. 

“Treason!” screamed the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest. 

“Treason!” muttered the gentleman with his jaws tied up. 

“Treason!” growled he of the coffin. 

“Treason! treason!” shrieked her majesty of the mouth; and, 
seizing by the hinder part of his breeches the unfortunate Tarpaulin, 
who had just commenced pouring out for himself a skull of liqueur, 
she lifted him high into the air, and let him fall without ceremony into 
the huge open puncheon of his beloved ale. Bobbing up and down, 
for a few seconds, like an apple in a bowl of toddy, he, at length, 
finally disappeared amid the whirlpool of foam which, in the already 
effervescent liquor, his struggles easily succeeded in creating. 

Not tamely, however, did the tall seaman behold the discomfiture 
of his companion. Jostling King Pest through the open trap, the 
valiant Legs slammed the door down upon him with an oath, and 
strode towards the centre of the room. Here tearing down the 
skeleton which swung over the table, he laid it about him with so 
much energy and good will, that, as the last glimpses of light died 
away within the apartment, he succeeded in knocking out the brains 
of the little gentleman with the gout. Rushing then with all his force 
against the fatal hogshead full of October ale and Hugh Tarpaulin, he 
rolled it over and over in an instant. Out burst a deluge of liquor so 
fierce—so impetuous—so overwhelming—that the room was flooded 
from wall to wall—the loaded table was overturned—the tressels 
were thrown upon their backs—the tub of punch into the fire-place— 
and the ladies into hysterics. Piles of death-furniture floundered 
about. Jugs, pitchers, and carboys mingled promiscuously in the 
melee, and wicker flagons encountered desperately with bottles of 
junk. The man with the horrors was drowned upon the spot-the little 
stiff gentleman floated off in his coffin—and the victorious Legs, 
seizing by the waist the fat lady in the shroud, rushed out with her 
into the street, and made a bee-line for the “Free and Easy,” followed 
under easy sail by the redoubtable Hugh Tarpaulin, who, having 


sneezed three or four times, panted and puffed after him with the 
Arch Duchess Ana-Pest. 
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METZENGERSTEIN 


Pestis eram vivus—moriens tua mors ero. 


— MARTIN LUTHER 


orror and fatality have been stalking abroad in all ages. 

Why then give a date to this story I have to tell? Let it 

suffice to say, that at the period of which I speak, there 
existed, in the interior of Hungary, a settled although hidden belief in 
the doctrines of the Metempsychosis. Of the doctrines themselves— 
that is, of their falsity, or of their probability—I say nothing. I assert, 
however, that much of our incredulity—as La Bruyére says of all our 
unhappiness—“vient de ne pouvoir etre seuls.” 

But there are some points in the Hungarian superstition which 
were fast verging to absurdity. They—the Hungarians—differed very 
essentially from their Eastern authorities. For example, “The soul,” 
said the former—I give the words of an acute and intelligent Parisian 
—“ne demeure, quun seul fois, dans un corps sensible — au reste — ce quon 
croit d’etre un cheval — un chien — un homme — n'est que le resemblance 
peu tangible de ces animaux.” 

The families of Berlifitzing and Metzengerstein had been at 
variance for centuries. Never before were two houses so illustrious, 
mutually embittered by hostility so deadly. The origin of this enmity 
seems to be found in the words of an ancient prophecy—“A lofty 
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name shall have a fearful fall when, as the rider over his horse, the 
mortality of Metzengerstein shall triumph over the immortality of 
Berlifitzing.” 

To be sure the words themselves had little or no meaning. But 
more trivial causes have given rise—and that no long while ago—to 
consequences equally eventful. Besides, the estates, which were 
contiguous, had long exercised a rival influence in the affairs of a 
busy government. Moreover, near neighbors are seldom friends; and 
the inhabitants of the Castle Berlifitzing might look, from their lofty 
buttresses, into the very windows of the palace Metzengerstein. Least 
of all had the more than feudal magnificence, thus discovered, a 
tendency to allay the irritable feelings of the less ancient and less 
wealthy Berlifitzings. What wonder then, that the words, however 
silly, of that prediction, should have succeeded in setting and keeping 
at variance two families already predisposed to quarrel by every 
instigation of hereditary jealousy? The prophecy seemed to imply—if 
it implied anything—a final triumph on the part of the already more 
powerful house; and was of course remembered with the more bitter 
animosity by the weaker and less influential. 

Wilhelm, Count Berlifitzing, although loftily descended, was, at 
the epoch of this narrative, an infirm and doting old man, remarkable 
for nothing but an inordinate and inveterate personal antipathy to the 
family of his rival, and so passionate a love of horses, and of hunting, 
that neither bodily infirmity, great age, nor mental incapacity, 
prevented his daily participation in the dangers of the chase. 

Frederick, Baron Metzengerstein, was, on the other hand, not yet 
of age. His father, the Minister G—, died young. His mother, the Lady 
Mary, followed him quickly after. Frederick was, at that time, in his 
fifteenth year. In a city, fifteen years are no long period—a child may 
be still a child in his third lustrum: but in a wilderness—in so 
magnificent a wilderness as that old principality, fifteen years have a 
far deeper meaning. 

From some peculiar circumstances attending the administration of 
his father, the young Baron, at the decease of the former, entered 
immediately upon his vast possessions. Such estates were seldom 
held before by a nobleman of Hungary. His castles were without 
number. The chief in point of splendor and extent was the “Chateau 
Metzengerstein.” The boundary line of his dominions was never 
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clearly defined; but his principal park embraced a circuit of fifty 
miles. 

Upon the succession of a proprietor so young, with a character so 
well known, to a fortune so unparalleled, little speculation was afloat 
in regard to his probable course of conduct. And, indeed, for the 
space of three days, the behavior of the heir out-heroded Herod, and 
fairly surpassed the expectations of his most enthusiastic admirers. 
Shameful debaucheries—flagrant treacheries—unheard-of atrocities— 
gave his trembling vassals quickly to understand that no servile 
submission on their part—no punctilios of conscience on his own— 
were thenceforward to prove any security against the remorseless 
fangs of a petty Caligula. On the night of the fourth day, the stables of 
the castle Berlifitzing were discovered to be on fire; and the 
unanimous opinion of the neighborhood added the crime of the 
incendiary to the already hideous list of the Baron’s misdemeanors 
and enormities. 

But during the tumult occasioned by this occurrence, the young 
nobleman himself sat apparently buried in meditation, in a vast and 
desolate upper apartment of the family palace of Metzengerstein. The 
rich although faded tapestry hangings which swung gloomily upon 
the walls, represented the shadowy and majestic forms of a thousand 
illustrious ancestors. Here, rich-ermined priests, and pontifical 
dignitaries, familiarly seated with the autocrat and the sovereign, put 
a veto on the wishes of a temporal king, or restrained with the fiat of 
papal supremacy the rebellious sceptre of the Arch-enemy. There, the 
dark, tall statures of the Princes Metzengerstein—their muscular war- 
coursers plunging over the carcasses of fallen foes—startled the 
steadiest nerves with their vigorous expression; and here, again, the 
voluptuous and swan-like figures of the dames of days gone by, 
floated away in the mazes of an unreal dance to the strains of 
imaginary melody. 

But as the Baron listened, or affected to listen, to the gradually 
increasing uproar in the stables of Berlifitzing—or perhaps pondered 
upon some more novel, some more decided act of audacity—his eyes 
became unwittingly riveted to the figure of an enormous, and 
unnaturally colored horse, represented in the tapestry as belonging to 
a Saracen ancestor of the family of his rival. The horse itself, in the 
foreground of the design, stood motionless and statue-like—while 
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farther back, its discomfited rider perished by the dagger of a 
Metzengerstein. 

On Frederick’s lip arose a fiendish expression, as he became aware 
of the direction which his glance had, without his consciousness, 
assumed. Yet he did not remove it. On the contrary, he could by no 
means account for the overwhelming anxiety which appeared falling 
like a pall upon his senses. It was with difficulty that he reconciled his 
dreamy and incoherent feelings with the certainty of being awake. 
The longer he gazed the more absorbing became the spell—the more 
impossible did it appear that he could ever withdraw his glance from 
the fascination of that tapestry. But the tumult without becoming 
suddenly more violent, with a compulsory exertion he diverted his 
attention to the glare of ruddy light thrown full by the flaming stables 
upon the windows of the apartment. 

The action, however, was but momentary, his gaze returned 
mechanically to the wall. To his extreme horror and astonishment, the 
head of the gigantic steed had, in the meantime, altered its position. 
The neck of the animal, before arched, as if in compassion, over the 
prostrate body of its lord, was now extended, at full length, in the 
direction of the Baron. The eyes, before invisible, now wore an 
energetic and human expression, while they gleamed with a fiery and 
unusual red; and the distended lips of the apparently enraged horse 
left in full view his gigantic and disgusting teeth. 

Stupified with terror, the young nobleman tottered to the door. As 
he threw it open, a flash of red light, streaming far into the chamber, 
flung his shadow with a clear outline against the quivering tapestry, 
and he shuddered to perceive that shadow—as he staggered awhile 
upon the threshold—assuming the exact position, and precisely filling 
up the contour, of the relentless and triumphant murderer of the 
Saracen Berlifitzing. 

To lighten the depression of his spirits, the Baron hurried into the 
open air. At the principal gate of the palace he encountered three 
equerries. With much difficulty, and at the imminent peril of their 
lives, they were restraining the convulsive plunges of a gigantic and 
fiery-colored horse. 

“Whose horse? Where did you get him?” demanded the youth, in 
a querulous and husky tone of voice, as he became instantly aware 
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that the mysterious steed in the tapestried chamber was the very 
counterpart of the furious animal before his eyes. 

“He is your own property, sire,” replied one of the equerries, “at 
least he is claimed by no other owner. We caught him flying, all 
smoking and foaming with rage, from the burning stables of the 
Castle Berlifitzing. Supposing him to have belonged to the old 
Count’s stud of foreign horses, we led him back as an estray. But the 
grooms there disclaim any title to the creature; which is strange, since 
he bears evident marks of having made a narrow escape from the 
flames. 

“The letters W. V. B. are also branded very distinctly on his 
forehead,” interrupted a second equerry, “I supposed them, of course, 
to be the initials of Wilhelm Von Berlifitzing—but all at the castle are 
positive in denying any knowledge of the horse.” 

“Extremely singular!” said the young Baron, with a musing air, 
and apparently unconscious of the meaning of his words. “He is, as 
you say, a remarkable horse—a prodigious horse! although, as you 
very justly observe, of a suspicious and untractable character, let him 
be mine, however,” he added, after a pause, “perhaps a rider like 
Frederick of Metzengerstein, may tame even the devil from the 
stables of Berlifitzing.” 

“You are mistaken, my lord; the horse, as I think we mentioned, 
is not from the stables of the Count. If such had been the case, we 
know our duty better than to bring him into the presence of a noble of 
your family.” 

“True!” observed the Baron, dryly, and at that instant a page of the 
bedchamber came from the palace with a heightened color, and a 
precipitate step. He whispered into his master’s ear an account of the 
sudden disappearance of a small portion of the tapestry, in an 
apartment which he designated; entering, at the same time, into 
particulars of a minute and circumstantial character; but from the low 
tone of voice in which these latter were communicated, nothing 
escaped to gratify the excited curiosity of the equerries. 

The young Frederick, during the conference, seemed agitated by a 
variety of emotions. He soon, however, recovered his composure, and 
an expression of determined malignancy settled upon his 
countenance, as he gave peremptory orders that a certain chamber 
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should be immediately locked up, and the key placed in his own 
possession. 

“Have you heard of the unhappy death of the old hunter 
Berlifitzing?” said one of his vassals to the Baron, as, after the 
departure of the page, the huge steed which that nobleman had 
adopted as his own, plunged and curvetted, with redoubled fury, 
down the long avenue which extended from the chateau to the stables 
of Metzengerstein. 

“No!” said the Baron, turning abruptly toward the speaker, “dead! 
say you?” 

“It is indeed true, my lord; and, to a noble of your name, will be, I 
imagine, no unwelcome intelligence.” 

A rapid smile shot over the countenance of the listener. “How 
died he?” 

“In his rash exertions to rescue a favorite portion of his hunting 
stud, he has himself perished miserably in the flames.” 

“|-n-d-e-e-d-!” ejaculated the Baron, as if slowly and deliberately 
impressed with the truth of some exciting idea. 

“Indeed;” repeated the vassal. 

“Shocking!” said the youth, calmly, and turned quietly into the 
chateau. 

From this date a marked alteration took place in the outward 
demeanor of the dissolute young Baron Frederick Von 
Metzengerstein. Indeed, his behavior disappointed every expectation, 
and proved little in accordance with the views of many a 
manoeuvering mamma; while his habits and manner, still less than 
formerly, offered any thing congenial with those of the neighboring 
aristocracy. He was never to be seen beyond the limits of his own 
domain, and, in this wide and social world, was utterly 
companionless—unless, indeed, that unnatural, impetuous, and fiery- 
colored horse, which he henceforward continually bestrode, had any 
mysterious right to the title of his friend. 

Numerous invitations on the part of the neighborhood for a long 
time, however, periodically came in. “Will the Baron honor our 
festivals with his presence?” “Will the Baron join us in a hunting of 
the boar?”—“Metzengerstein does not hunt;” “Metzengerstein will 
not attend,” were the haughty and laconic answers. 

These repeated insults were not to be endured by an imperious 
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nobility. Such invitations became less cordial—less frequent—in time 
they ceased altogether. The widow of the unfortunate Count 
Berlifitzing was even heard to express a hope “that the Baron might 
be at home when he did not wish to be at home, since he disdained 
the company of his equals; and ride when he did not wish to ride, 
since he preferred the society of a horse.” This to be sure was a very 
silly explosion of hereditary pique; and merely proved how 
singularly unmeaning our sayings are apt to become, when we desire 
to be unusually energetic. 

The charitable, nevertheless, attributed the alteration in the 
conduct of the young nobleman to the natural sorrow of a son for the 
untimely loss of his parents—forgetting, however, his atrocious and 
reckless behavior during the short period immediately succeeding 
that bereavement. Some there were, indeed, who suggested a too 
haughty idea of self-consequence and dignity. Others again (among 
them may be mentioned the family physician) did not hesitate in 
speaking of morbid melancholy, and hereditary ill-health; while dark 
hints, of a more equivocal nature, were current among the multitude. 

Indeed, the Baron’s perverse attachment to his lately-acquired 
charger—an attachment which seemed to attain new strength from 
every fresh example of the animal’s ferocious and demon-like 
propensities—at length became, in the eyes of all reasonable men, a 
hideous and unnatural fervor. In the glare of noon—at the dead hour 
of night—in sickness or in health—in calm or in tempest—the young 
Metzengerstein seemed riveted to the saddle of that colossal horse, 
whose intractable audacities so well accorded with his own spirit. 

There were circumstances, moreover, which coupled with late 
events, gave an unearthly and portentous character to the mania of 
the rider, and to the capabilities of the steed. The space passed over in 
a single leap had been accurately measured, and was found to exceed, 
by an astounding difference, the wildest expectations of the most 
imaginative. The Baron, besides, had no particular name for the 
animal, although all the rest in his collection were distinguished by 
characteristic appellations. His stable, too, was appointed at a 
distance from the rest; and with regard to grooming and other 
necessary offices, none but the owner in person had ventured to 
officiate, or even to enter the enclosure of that particular stall. It was 
also to be observed, that although the three grooms, who had caught 
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the steed as he fled from the conflagration at Berlifitzing, had 
succeeded in arresting his course, by means of a chain-bridle and 
noose—yet no one of the three could with any certainty affirm that he 
had, during that dangerous struggle, or at any period thereafter, 
actually placed his hand upon the body of the beast. Instances of 
peculiar intelligence in the demeanor of a noble and high-spirited 
horse are not to be supposed capable of exciting unreasonable 
attention—especially among men who, daily trained to the labors of 
the chase, might appear well acquainted with the sagacity of a horse 
—but there were certain circumstances which intruded themselves 
per force upon the most skeptical and phlegmatic; and it is said there 
were times when the animal caused the gaping crowd who stood 
around to recoil in horror from the deep and impressive meaning of 
his terrible stamp—times when the young Metzengerstein turned 
pale and shrunk away from the rapid and searching expression of his 
earnest and human-looking eye. 

Among all the retinue of the Baron, however, none were found to 
doubt the ardor of that extraordinary affection which existed on the 
part of the young nobleman for the fiery qualities of his horse; at 
least, none but an insignificant and misshapen little page, whose 
deformities were in everybody’s way, and whose opinions were of the 
least possible importance. He—if his ideas are worth mentioning at 
all—had the effrontery to assert that his master never vaulted into the 
saddle without an unaccountable and almost imperceptible shudder, 
and that, upon his return from every long-continued and habitual 
ride, an expression of triumphant malignity distorted every muscle in 
his countenance. 

One tempestuous night, Metzengerstein, awaking from a heavy 
slumber, descended like a maniac from his chamber, and, mounting in 
hot haste, bounded away into the mazes of the forest. An occurrence 
so common attracted no particular attention, but his return was 
looked for with intense anxiety on the part of his domestics, when, 
after some hours’ absence, the stupendous and magnificent 
battlements of the Chateau Metzengerstein, were discovered 
crackling and rocking to their very foundation, under the influence of 
a dense and livid mass of ungovernable fire. 

As the flames, when first seen, had already made so terrible a 
progress that all efforts to save any portion of the building were 
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evidently futile, the astonished neighborhood stood idly around in 
silent and pathetic wonder. But a new and fearful object soon riveted 
the attention of the multitude, and proved how much more intense is 
the excitement wrought in the feelings of a crowd by the 
contemplation of human agony, than that brought about by the most 
appalling spectacles of inanimate matter. 

Up the long avenue of aged oaks which led from the forest to the 
main entrance of the Chateau Metzengerstein, a steed, bearing an 
unbonneted and disordered rider, was seen leaping with an 
impetuosity which outstripped the very Demon of the Tempest. 

The career of the horseman was indisputably, on his own part, 
uncontrollable. The agony of his countenance, the convulsive struggle 
of his frame, gave evidence of superhuman exertion: but no sound, 
save a solitary shriek, escaped from his lacerated lips, which were 
bitten through and through in the intensity of terror. One instant, and 
the clattering of hoofs resounded sharply and shrilly above the 
roaring of the flames and the shrieking of the winds—another, and, 
clearing at a single plunge the gate-way and the moat, the steed 
bounded far up the tottering staircases of the palace, and, with its 
rider, disappeared amid the whirlwind of chaotic fire. 

The fury of the tempest immediately died away, and a dead calm 
sullenly succeeded. A white flame still enveloped the building like a 
shroud, and, streaming far away into the quiet atmosphere, shot forth 
a glare of preternatural light; while a cloud of smoke settled heavily 
over the battlements in the distinct colossal figure of—a horse. 
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S84 & 
LIGEIA 


nd the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth the 

mysteries of the will, with its vigor? For God is but a great 

will pervading all things by nature of its intentness. Man 
doth not yield himself to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only 
through the weakness of his feeble will—Joseph Glanvill. 

I cannot, for my soul, remember how, when, or even precisely 
where, I first became acquainted with the lady Ligeia. Long years 
have since elapsed, and my memory is feeble through much suffering. 
Or, perhaps, I cannot now bring these points to mind, because, in 
truth, the character of my beloved, her rare learning, her singular yet 
placid cast of beauty, and the thrilling and enthralling eloquence of 
her low musical language, made their way into my heart by paces so 
steadily and stealthily progressive that they have been unnoticed and 
unknown. Yet I believe that I met her first and most frequently in 
some large, old, decaying city near the Rhine. Of her family—I have 
surely heard her speak. That it is of a remotely ancient date cannot be 
doubted. Ligeia! Ligeia! in studies of a nature more than all else 
adapted to deaden impressions of the outward world, it is by that 
sweet word alone—by Ligeia—that I bring before mine eyes in fancy 
the image of her who is no more. And now, while I write, a 
recollection flashes upon me that I have never known the paternal 
name of her who was my friend and my betrothed, and who became 
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the partner of my studies, and finally the wife of my bosom. Was it a 
playful charge on the part of my Ligeia? or was it a test of my 
strength of affection, that I should institute no inquiries upon this 
point? or was it rather a caprice of my own—a wildly romantic 
offering on the shrine of the most passionate devotion? I but 
indistinctly recall the fact itself—what wonder that I have utterly 
forgotten the circumstances which originated or attended it? And, 
indeed, if ever she, the wan and the misty-winged Ashtophet of 
idolatrous Egypt, presided, as they tell, over marriages ill-omened, 
then most surely she presided over mine. 

There is one dear topic, however, on which my memory fails me 
not. It is the person of Ligeia. In stature she was tall, somewhat 
slender, and, in her latter days, even emaciated. I would in vain 
attempt to portray the majesty, the quiet ease, of her demeanor, or the 
incomprehensible lightness and elasticity of her footfall. She came 
and departed as a shadow. I was never made aware of her entrance 
into my closed study save by the dear music of her low sweet voice, 
as she placed her marble hand upon my shoulder. In beauty of face no 
maiden ever equalled her. It was the radiance of an opium-dream—an 
airy and spirit-lifting vision more wildly divine than the phantasies 
which hovered vision about the slumbering souls of the daughters of 
Delos. Yet her features were not of that regular mould which we have 
been falsely taught to worship in the classical labors of the heathen. 
“There is no exquisite beauty,” says Bacon, Lord Verulam, speaking 
truly of all the forms and genera of beauty, “without some 
strangeness in the proportion.” Yet, although I saw that the features of 
Ligeia were not of a classic regularity—although I perceived that her 
loveliness was indeed “exquisite,” and felt that there was much of 
“strangeness” pervading it, yet I have tried in vain to detect the 
irregularity and to trace home my own perception of “the strange.” I 
examined the contour of the lofty and pale forehead—it was faultless 
—how cold indeed that word when applied to a majesty so divine!— 
the skin rivalling the purest ivory, the commanding extent and 
repose, the gentle prominence of the regions above the temples; and 
then the raven-black, the glossy, the luxuriant and naturally-curling 
tresses, setting forth the full force of the Homeric epithet, 
“hyacinthine!” I looked at the delicate outlines of the nose—and 
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nowhere but in the graceful medallions of the Hebrews had I beheld a 
similar perfection. There were the same luxurious smoothness of 
surface, the same scarcely perceptible tendency to the aquiline, the 
same harmoniously curved nostrils speaking the free spirit. I 
regarded the sweet mouth. Here was indeed the triumph of all things 
heavenly—the magnificent turn of the short upper lip—the soft, 
voluptuous slumber of the under—the dimples which sported, and 
the color which spoke—the teeth glancing back, with a brilliancy 
almost startling, every ray of the holy light which fell upon them in 
her serene and placid, yet most exultingly radiant of all smiles. I 
scrutinized the formation of the chin—and here, too, I found the 
gentleness of breadth, the softness and the majesty, the fullness and 
the spirituality, of the Greek—the contour which the god Apollo 
revealed but in a dream, to Cleomenes, the son of the Athenian. And 
then I peered into the large eyes of Ligeia. 

For eyes we have no models in the remotely antique. It might have 
been, too, that in these eyes of my beloved lay the secret to which 
Lord Verulam alludes. They were, I must believe, far larger than the 
ordinary eyes of our own race. They were even fuller than the fullest 
of the gazelle eyes of the tribe of the valley of Nourjahad. Yet it was 
only at intervalsk—in moments of intense excitement—that this 
peculiarity became more than slightly noticeable in Ligeia. And at 
such moments was her beauty—in my heated fancy thus it appeared 
perhaps—the beauty of beings either above or apart from the earth— 
the beauty of the fabulous Houri of the Turk. The hue of the orbs was 
the most brilliant of black, and, far over them, hung jetty lashes of 
great length. The brows, slightly irregular in outline, had the same 
tint. The “strangeness,” however, which I found in the eyes, was of a 
nature distinct from the formation, or the color, or the brilliancy of the 
features, and must, after all, be referred to the expression. Ah, word of 
no meaning! behind whose vast latitude of mere sound we intrench 
our ignorance of so much of the spiritual. The expression of the eyes 
of Ligeia! How for long hours have I pondered upon it! How have I, 
through the whole of a midsummer night, struggled to fathom it! 
What was it—that something more profound than the well of 
Democritus—which lay far within the pupils of my beloved? What 
was it? I was possessed with a passion to discover. Those eyes! those 
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large, those shining, those divine orbs! they became to me twin stars 
of Leda, and I to them devoutest of astrologers. 

There is no point, among the many incomprehensible anomalies of 
the science of mind, more thrillingly exciting than the fact—never, I 
believe, noticed in the schools—that, in our endeavors to recall to 
memory something long forgotten, we often find ourselves upon the 
very verge of remembrance, without being able, in the end, to 
remember. And thus how frequently, in my intense scrutiny of 
Ligeia’s eyes, have I felt approaching the full knowledge of their 
expression—felt it approaching—yet not quite be mine—and so at 
length entirely depart! And (strange, oh strangest mystery of all!) I 
found, in the commonest objects of the universe, a circle of analogies 
to that expression. I mean to say that, subsequently~to the period 
when Ligeia’s beauty passed into my spirit, there dwelling as in a 
shrine, I derived, from many existences in the material world, a 
sentiment such as I felt always aroused within me by her large and 
luminous orbs. Yet not the more could I define that sentiment, or 
analyze, or even steadily view it. I recognized it, let me repeat, 
sometimes in the survey of a rapidly-growing vine—in the 
contemplation of a moth, a butterfly, a chrysalis, a stream of running 
water. I have felt it in the ocean; in the falling of a meteor. I have felt it 
in the glances of unusually aged people. And there are one or two 
stars in heaven—(one especially, a star of the sixth magnitude, double 
and changeable, to be found near the large star in Lyra) in a telescopic 
scrutiny of which I have been made aware of the feeling. I have been 
filled with it by certain sounds from stringed instruments, and not 
unfrequently by passages from books. Among innumerable other 
instances, I well remember something in a volume of Joseph Glanvill, 
which (perhaps merely from its quaintness—who shall say?) never 
failed to inspire me with the sentiment;—*And the will therein lieth, 
which dieth not. Who knoweth the mysteries of the will, with its 
vigor? For God is but a great will pervading all things by nature of its 
intentness. Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death 
utterly, save only through the weakness of his feeble will.” 

Length of years, and subsequent reflection, have enabled me to 
trace, indeed, some remote connection between this passage in the 
English moralist and a portion of the character of Ligeia. An intensity 
in thought, action, or speech, was possibly, in her, a result, or at least 
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an index, of that gigantic volition which, during our long intercourse, 
failed to give other and more immediate evidence of its existence. Of 
all the women whom I have ever known, she, the outwardly calm, the 
ever-placid Ligeia, was the most violently a prey to the tumultuous 
vultures of stern passion. And of such passion I could form no 
estimate, save by the miraculous expansion of those eyes which at 
once so delighted and appalled me—by the almost magical melody, 
modulation, distinctness and placidity of her very low voice—and by 
the fierce energy (rendered doubly effective by contrast with her 
manner of utterance) of the wild words which she habitually uttered. 

I have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it was immense—such as I 
have never known in woman. In the classical tongues was she deeply 
proficient, and as far as my own acquaintance extended in regard to 
the modern dialects of Europe, I have never known her at fault. 
Indeed upon any theme of the most admired, because simply the 
most abstruse of the boasted erudition of the academy, have I ever 
found Ligeia at fault? How singularly—how thrillingly, this one point 
in the nature of my wife has forced itself, at this late period only, upon 
my attention! I said her knowledge was such as I have never known 
in woman—but where breathes the man who has traversed, and 
successfully, all the wide areas of moral, physical, and mathematical 
science? I saw not then what I now clearly perceive, that the 
acquisitions of Ligeia were gigantic, were astounding; yet I was 
sufficiently aware of her infinite supremacy to resign myself, with a 
child-like confidence, to her guidance through the chaotic world of 
metaphysical investigation at which I was most busily occupied 
during the earlier years of our marriage. With how vast a triumph— 
with how vivid a delight—with how much of all that is ethereal in 
hope—did I feel, as she bent over me in studies but little sought—but 
less known—that delicious vista by slow degrees expanding before 
me, down whose long, gorgeous, and all untrodden path, I might at 
length pass onward to the goal of a wisdom too divinely precious not 
to be forbidden! 

How poignant, then, must have been the grief with which, after 
some years, I beheld my well-grounded expectations take wings to 
themselves and fly away! Without Ligeia I was but as a child groping 
benighted. Her presence, her readings alone, rendered vividly 
luminous the many mysteries of the transcendentalism in which we 
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were immersed. Wanting the radiant lustre of her eyes, letters, 
lambent and golden, grew duller than Saturnian lead. And now those 
eyes shone less and less frequently upon the pages over which I 
pored. Ligeia grew ill. The wild eyes blazed with a too—too glorious 
effulgence; the pale fingers became of the transparent waxen hue of 
the grave, and the blue veins upon the lofty forehead swelled and 
sank impetuously with the tides of the gentle emotion. I saw that she 
must die—and I struggled desperately in spirit with the grim Azrael. 
And the struggles of the passionate wife were, to my astonishment, 
even more energetic than my own. There had been much in her stern 
nature to impress me with the belief that, to her, death would have 
come without its terrors;—but not so. Words are impotent to convey 
any just idea of the fierceness of resistance with which,she wrestled 
with the Shadow. I groaned in anguish at the pitiable spectacle. I 
would have soothed—I would have reasoned; but, in the intensity of 
her wild desire for life—for life—but for life—solace and reason were 
the uttermost folly. Yet not until the last instance, amid the most 
convulsive writhings of her fierce spirit, was shaken the external 
placidity of her demeanor. Her voice grew more gentle—grew more 
low—yet I would not wish to dwell upon the wild meaning of the 
quietly uttered words. My brain reeled as I hearkened entranced, to a 
melody more than mortal—to assumptions and aspirations which 
mortality had never before known. 

That she loved me I should not have doubted; and I might have 
been easily aware that, in a bosom such as hers, love would have 
reigned no ordinary passion. But in death only, was I fully impressed 
with the strength of her affection. For long hours, detaining my hand, 
would she pour out before me the overflowing of a heart whose more 
than passionate devotion amounted to idolatry. How had I deserved 
to be so blessed by such confessions?—how had I deserved to be so 
cursed with the removal of my beloved in the hour of her making 
them? But upon this subject I cannot bear to dilate. Let me say only, 
that in Ligeia’s more than womanly abandonment to a love, alas! all 
unmerited, all unworthily bestowed, I at length recognized the 
principle of her longing with so wildly earnest a desire for the life 
which was now fleeing so rapidly away. It is this wild longing—it is 
this eager vehemence of desire for life—but for life—that I have no 
power to portray—no utterance capable of expressing. 
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At high noon of the night in which she departed, beckoning me, 
peremptorily, to her side, she bade me repeat certain verses composed 
by herself not many days before. I obeyed her—They were these: 


Lo! ‘tis a gala night 

Within the lonesome latter years! 
An angel throng, bewinged, bedight 
In veils, and drowned in tears, 

Sit in a theatre, to see 

A play of hopes and fears, 

While the orchestra breathes fitfully 
The music of the spheres. 


Mimes, in the form of God on high, 
Mutter and mumble low, 

And hither and thither fly; 

Mere puppets they, who come and go 
At bidding of vast formless things 
That shift the scenery to and fro, 
Flapping from out their Condor wings 
Invisible Wo! 


That motley drama! —oh, be sure 

It shall not be forgot! 

With its Phantom chased forever more, 
By a crowd that seize it not, 

Through a circle that ever returneth in 
To the self-same spot, 

And much of Madness and more of Sin 
And Horror the soul of the plot. 


But see, amid the mimic rout, 

A crawling shape intrude! 

A blood-red thing that writhes from out 

The scenic solitude! 

It writhes! —it writhes! —with mortal pangs 
The mimes become its food, 

And the seraphs sob at vermin fangs 
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In human gore imbued. 


Out—out are the lights—out all! 
And over each quivering form, 

The curtain, a funeral pall, 

Comes down with the rush of a storm, 
And the angels, all pallid and wan, 
Uprising, unveiling, affirm 

That the play is the tragedy, “Man,” 
And its hero the Conqueror Worm. 


“O God!” half shrieked Ligeia, leaping to her feet and extending 
her arms aloft with a spasmodic movement, as I made anend of these 
lines—“O God! O Divine Father!—shall these things be undeviatingly 
so?—shall this Conqueror be not once conquered? Are we not part 
and parcel in Thee? Who—who knoweth the mysteries of the will 
with its vigor? Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death 
utterly, save only through the weakness of his feeble will.” 

And now, as if exhausted with emotion, she suffered her white 
arms to fall, and returned solemnly to her bed of death. And as she 
breathed her last sighs, there came mingled with them a low murmur 
from her lips. I bent to them my ear and distinguished, again, the 
concluding words of the passage in Glanvill—*Man doth not yield 
him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through the 
weakness of his feeble will.” 

She died;—and I, crushed into the very dust with sorrow, could no 
longer endure the lonely desolation of my dwelling in the dim and 
decaying city by the Rhine. I had no lack of what the world calls 
wealth. Ligeia had brought me far more, very far more than ordinarily 
falls to the lot of mortals. After a few months, therefore, of weary and 
aimless wandering, I purchased, and put in some repair, an abbey, 
which I shall not name, in one of the wildest and least frequented 
portions of fair England. The gloomy and dreary grandeur of the 
building, the almost savage aspect of the domain, the many 
melancholy and time-honored memories connected with both, had 
much in unison with the feelings of utter abandonment which had 
driven me into that remote and unsocial region of the country. Yet 
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although the external abbey, with its verdant decay hanging about it, 
suffered but little alteration, I gave way, with a child-like perversity, 
and perchance with a faint hope of alleviating my sorrows, to a 
display of more than regal magnificence within—For such follies, 
even in childhood, I had imbibed a taste and now they came back to 
me as if in the dotage of grief. Alas, I feel how much even of incipient 
madness might have been discovered in the gorgeous and fantastic 
draperies, in the solemn carvings of Egypt, in the wild cornices and 
furniture, in the Bedlam patterns of the carpets of tufted gold! I had 
become a bounden slave in the trammels of opium, and my labors and 
my orders had taken a coloring from my dreams. But these absurdities 
I must not pause to detail. Let me speak only of that one chamber, 
ever accursed, whither in a moment of mental alienation, I led from 
the altar as my bride—as the successor of the unforgotten Ligeia—the 
fair-haired and blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion, of Tremaine. 
There is no individual portion of the architecture and decoration 
of that bridal chamber which is not now visibly before me. Where 
were the souls of the haughty family of the bride, when, through 
thirst of gold, they permitted to pass the threshold of an apartment so 
bedecked, a maiden and a daughter so beloved? I have said that I 
minutely remember the details of the chamber—yet I am sadly 
forgetful on topics of deep moment—and here there was no system, 
no keeping, in the fantastic display, to take hold upon the memory. 
The room lay in a high turret of the castellated abbey, was pentagonal 
in shape, and of capacious size. Occupying the whole southern face of 
the pentagon was the sole window—an immense sheet of unbroken 
glass from Venice—a single pane, and tinted of a leaden hue, so that 
the rays of either the sun or moon, passing through it, fell with a 
ghastly lustre on the objects within. Over the upper portion of this 
huge window, extended the trellice-work of an aged vine, which 
clambered up the massy walls of the turret. The ceiling, of gloomy- 
looking oak, was excessively lofty, vaulted, and elaborately fretted 
with the wildest and most grotesque specimens of a semi-Gothic, 
semi-Druidical device. From out the most central recess of this 
melancholy vaulting, depended, by a single chain of gold with long 
2149links, a huge censer of the same metal, Saracenic in pattern, and 
with many perforations so contrived that there writhed in and out of 
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them, as if endued with a serpent vitality, a continual succession of 
parti-colored fires. 

Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, of Eastern figure, 
were in various stations about—and there was the couch, too—bridal 
couch—of an Indian model, and low, and sculptured of solid ebony, 
with a pall-like canopy above. In each of the angles of the chamber 
stood on end a gigantic sarcophagus of black granite, from the tombs 
of the kings over against Luxor, with their aged lids full of 
immemorial sculpture. But in the draping of the apartment lay, alas! 
the chief phantasy of all. The lofty walls, gigantic in height—even 
unproportionably so—were hung from summit to foot, in vast folds, 
with a heavy and massive-looking tapestry—tapestry of a material 
which was found alike as a carpet on the floor, as a covering for the 
ottomans and the ebony bed, as a canopy for the bed, and as the 
gorgeous volutes of the curtains which partially shaded the window. 
The material was the richest cloth of gold. It was spotted all over, at 
irregular intervals, with arabesque figures, about a foot in diameter, 
and wrought upon the cloth in patterns of the most jetty black. But 
these figures partook of the true character of the arabesque only when 
regarded from a single point of view. By a contrivance now common, 
and indeed traceable to a very remote period of antiquity, they were 
made changeable in aspect. To one entering the room, they bore the 
appearance of simple monstrosities; but upon a farther advance, this 
appearance gradually departed; and step by step, as the visitor 
moved his station in the chamber, he saw himself surrounded by an 
endless succession of the ghastly forms which belong to the 
superstition of the Norman, or arise in the guilty slumbers of the 
monk. The phantasmagoric effect was vastly heightened by the 
artificial introduction of a strong continual current of wind behind the 
draperies—giving a hideous and uneasy animation to the whole. 

In halls such as these—in a bridal chamber such as this—I passed, 
with the Lady of Tremaine, the unhallowed hours of the first month 
of our marriage—passed them with but little disquietude. That my 
wife dreaded the fierce moodiness of my temper—that she shunned 
me and loved me but little—I could not help perceiving; but it gave 
me rather pleasure than otherwise. I loathed her with a hatred 
belonging more to demon than to man. My memory flew back, (oh, 
with what intensity of regret!) to Ligeia, the beloved, the august, the 
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beautiful, the entombed. I revelled in recollections of her purity, of her 
wisdom, of her lofty, her ethereal nature, of her passionate, her 
idolatrous love. Now, then, did my spirit fully and freely burn with 
more than all the fires of her own. In the excitement of my opium 
dreams (for I was habitually fettered in the shackles of the drug) I 
would call aloud upon her name, during the silence of the night, or 
among the sheltered recesses of the glens by day, as if, through the 
wild eagerness, the solemn passion, the consuming ardor of my 
longing for the departed, I could restore her to the pathway she had 
abandoned—ah, could it be forever?—upon the earth. 

About the commencement of the second month of the marriage, 
the Lady Rowena was attacked with sudden illness, from which her 
recovery was slow. The fever which consumed her rendered her 
nights uneasy; and in her perturbed state of half-slumber, she spoke 
of sounds, and of motions, in and about the chamber of the turret, 
which I concluded had no origin save in the distemper of her fancy, or 
perhaps in the phantasmagoric influences of the chamber itself. She 
became at length convalescent—finally well. Yet but a brief period 
elapsed, ere a second more violent disorder again threw her upon a 
bed of suffering; and from this attack her frame, at all times feeble, 
never altogether recovered. Her illnesses were, after this epoch, of 
alarming character, and of more alarming recurrence, defying alike 
the knowledge and the great exertions of her physicians. With the 
increase of the chronic disease which had thus, apparently, taken too 
sure hold upon her constitution to be eradicated by human means, I 
could not fail to observe a similar increase in the nervous irritation of 
her temperament, and in her excitability by trivial causes of fear. She 
spoke again, and now more frequently and pertinaciously, of the 
sounds—of the slight sounds—and of the unusual motions among the 
tapestries, to which she had formerly alluded. 

One night, near the closing in of September, she pressed this 
distressing subject with more than usual emphasis upon my attention. 
She had just awakened from an unquiet slumber, and I had been 
watching, with feelings half of anxiety, half of vague terror, the 
workings of her emaciated countenance. I sat by the side of her ebony 
bed, upon one of the ottomans of India. She partly arose, and spoke, 
in an earnest low whisper, of sounds which she then heard, but which 
I could not hear—of motions which she then saw, but which I could 


39 


EDGAR ALLAN POE 


not perceive. The wind was rushing hurriedly behind the tapestries, 
and I wished to show her (what, let me confess it, I could not all 
believe) that those almost inarticulate breathings, and those very 
gentle variations of the figures upon the wall, were but the natural 
effects of that customary rushing of the wind. But a deadly pallor, 
overspreading her face, had proved to me that my exertions to 
reassure her would be fruitless. She appeared to be fainting, and no 
attendants were within call. I remembered where was deposited a 
decanter of light wine which had been ordered by her physicians, and 
hastened across the chamber to procure it. But, as I stepped beneath 
the light of the censer, two circumstances of a startling nature 
attracted my attention. I had felt that some palpable although 
invisible object had passed lightly by my person; and I saw that there 
lay upon the golden carpet, in the very middle of the rich lustre 
thrown from the censer, a shadow—a faint, indefinite shadow of 
angelic aspect—such as might be fancied for the shadow of a shade. 
But I was wild with the excitement of an immoderate dose of opium, 
and heeded these things but little, nor spoke of them to Rowena. 
Having found the wine, I recrossed the chamber, and poured out a 
gobletful, which I held to the lips of the fainting lady. She had now 
partially recovered, however, and took the vessel herself, while I sank 
upon an ottoman near me, with my eyes fastened upon her person. It 
was then that I became distinctly aware of a gentle footfall upon the 
carpet, and near the couch; and in a second thereafter, as Rowena was 
in the act of raising the wine to her lips, I saw, or may have dreamed 
that I saw, fall within the goblet, as if from some invisible spring in 
the atmosphere of the room, three or four large drops of a brilliant 
and ruby colored fluid. If this 1 saw—not so Rowena. She swallowed 
the wine unhesitatingly, and I forbore to speak to her of a 
circumstance which must, after all, I considered, have been but the 
suggestion of a vivid imagination, rendered morbidly active by the 
terror of the lady, by the opium, and by the hour. 

Yet I cannot conceal it from my own perception that, immediately 
subsequent to the fall of the ruby-drops, a rapid change for the worse 
took place in the disorder of my wife; so that, on the third subsequent 
night, the hands of her menials prepared her for the tomb, and on the 
fourth, I sat alone, with her shrouded body, in that fantastic chamber 
which had received her as my bride—Wild visions, opium- 
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engendered, flitted, shadow-like, before me. I gazed with unquiet eye 
upon the sarcophagi in the angles of the room, upon the varying 
figures of the drapery, and upon the writhing of the parti-colored fires 
in the censer overhead. My eyes then fell, as I called to mind the 
circumstances of a former night, to the spot beneath the glare of the 
censer where I had seen the faint traces of the shadow. It was there, 
however, no longer; and breathing with greater freedom, I turned my 
glances to the pallid and rigid figure upon the bed. Then rushed upon 
me a thousand memories of Ligeia—and then came back upon my 
heart, with the turbulent violence of a flood, the whole of that 
unutterable wo with which I had regarded her thus enshrouded. The 
night waned; and still, with a bosom full of bitter thoughts of the one 
only and supremely beloved, I remained gazing upon the body of 
Rowena. 

It might have been midnight, or perhaps earlier, or later, for I had 
taken no note of time, when a sob, low, gentle, but very distinct, 
startled me from my revery.—I felt that it came from the bed of ebony 
—the bed of death. I listened in an agony of superstitious terror—but 
there was no repetition of the sound. I strained my vision to detect 
any motion in the corpse—but there was not the slightest perceptible. 
Yet I could not have been deceived. I had heard the noise, however 
faint, and my soul was awakened within me. I resolutely and 
perseveringly kept my attention riveted upon the body. Many 
minutes elapsed before any circumstance occurred tending to throw 
light upon the mystery. At length it became evident that a slight, a 
very feeble, and barely noticeable tinge of color had flushed up within 
the cheeks, and along the sunken small veins of the eyelids. Through 
a species of unutterable horror and awe, for which the language of 
mortality has no sufficiently energetic expression, I felt my heart cease 
to beat, my limbs grow rigid where I sat. Yet a sense of duty finally 
operated to restore my self-possession. I could no longer doubt that 
we had been precipitate in our preparations—that Rowena still lived. 
It was necessary that some immediate exertion be made; yet the turret 
was altogether apart from the portion of the abbey tenanted by the 
servants—there were none within call—I had no means of 
summoning them to my aid without leaving the room for many 
minutes—and this I could not venture to do. I therefore struggled 
alone in my endeavors to call back the spirit ill hovering. In a short 
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period it was certain, however, that a relapse had taken place; the 
color disappeared from both eyelid and cheek, leaving a wanness 
even more than that of marble; the lips became doubly shrivelled and 
pinched up in the ghastly expression of death; a repulsive clamminess 
and coldness overspread rapidly the surface of the body; and all the 
usual rigorous illness immediately supervened. I fell back with a 
shudder upon the couch from which I had been so startlingly 
aroused, and again gave myself up to passionate waking visions of 
Ligeia. 

An hour thus elapsed when (could it be possible?) I was a second 
time aware of some vague sound issuing from the region of the bed. I 
listened—in extremity of horror. The sound came again—it was a 
sigh. Rushing to the corpse, I saw—distinctly saw—a tremor upon the 
lips. In a minute afterward they relaxed, disclosing a bright line of the 
pearly teeth. Amazement now struggled in my bosom with the 
profound awe which had hitherto reigned there alone. I felt that my 
vision grew dim, that my reason wandered; and it was only by a 
violent effort that I at length succeeded in nerving myself to the task 
which duty thus once more had pointed out. There was now a partial 
glow upon the forehead and upon the cheek and throat; a perceptible 
warmth pervaded the whole frame; there was even a slight pulsation 
at the heart. The lady lived; and with redoubled ardor I betook myself 
to the task of restoration. I chafed and bathed the temples and the 
hands, and used every exertion which experience, and no little 
medical reading, could suggest. But in vain. Suddenly, the color fled, 
the pulsation ceased, the lips resumed the expression of the dead, 
and, in an instant afterward, the whole body took upon itself the icy 
chilliness, the livid hue, the intense rigidity, the sunken outline, and 
all the loathsome peculiarities of that which has been, for many days, 
a tenant of the tomb. 

And again I sunk into visions of Ligeia—and again, (what marvel 
that I shudder while I write,) again there reached my ears a low sob 
from the region of the ebony bed. But why shall I minutely detail the 
unspeakable horrors of that night? Why shall I pause to relate how, 
time after time, until near the period of the gray dawn, this hideous 
drama of revivification was repeated; how each terrific relapse was 
only into a sterner and apparently more irredeemable death; how 
each agony wore the aspect of a struggle with some invisible foe; and 
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how each struggle was succeeded by I know not what of wild change 
in the personal appearance of the corpse? Let me hurry to a 
conclusion. 

The greater part of the fearful night had worn away, and she who 
had been dead, once again stirred—and now more vigorously than 
hitherto, although arousing from a dissolution more appalling in its 
utter hopelessness than any. I had long ceased to struggle or to move, 
and remained sitting rigidly upon the ottoman, a helpless prey to a 
whirl of violent emotions, of which extreme awe was perhaps the 
least terrible, the least consuming. The corpse, I repeat, stirred, and 
now more vigorously than before. The hues of life flushed up with 
unwonted energy into the countenance—the limbs relaxed—and, 
save that the eyelids were yet pressed heavily together, and that the 
bandages and draperies of the grave still imparted their charnel 
character to the figure, I might have dreamed that Rowena had 
indeed shaken off, utterly, the fetters of Death. But if this idea was 
not, even then, altogether adopted, I could at least doubt no longer, 
when, arising from the bed, tottering, with feeble steps, with closed 
eyes, and with the manner of one bewildered in a dream, the thing 
that was enshrouded advanced boldly and palpably into the middle 
of the apartment. 

I trembled not—I stirred not—for a crowd of unutterable fancies 
connected with the air, the stature, the demeanor of the figure, 
rushing hurriedly through my brain, had paralyzed—had chilled me 
into stone. I stirred not—but gazed upon the apparition. There was a 
mad disorder in my thoughts—a tumult unappeasable. Could it, 
indeed, be the living Rowena who confronted me? Could it indeed be 
Rowena at all—the fair-haired, the blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion 
of Tremaine? Why, why should I doubt it? The bandage lay heavily 
about the mouth—but then might it not be the mouth of the breathing 
Lady of Tremaine? And the cheeks—there were the roses as in her 
noon of life—yes, these might indeed be the fair cheeks of the living 
Lady of Tremaine. And the chin, with its dimples, as in health, might 
it not be hers?—but had she then grown taller since her malady? 
What inexpressible madness seized me with that thought? One 
bound, and I had reached her feet! Shrinking from my touch, she let 
fall from her head, unloosened, the ghastly cerements which had 
confined it, and there streamed forth, into the rushing atmosphere of 
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the chamber, huge masses of long and dishevelled hair; it was blacker 
than the raven wings of the midnight! And now slowly opened the 
eyes of the figure which stood before me. “Here then, at least,” I 
shrieked aloud, “can I never—can I never be mistaken—these are the 
full, and the black, and the wild eyes—of my lost love—of the lady— 
of the LADY LIGEIA.” 
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SCF Ak 
MORELLA 


Itself, by itself, solely, one everlasting, and single. 


— PLATO: SYMPOS. 


ith a feeling of deep yet most singular affection I 

regarded my friend Morella. Thrown by accident into 

her society many years ago, my soul from our first 
meeting, burned with fires it had never before known; but the fires 
were not of Eros, and bitter and tormenting to my spirit was the 
gradual conviction that I could in no manner define their unusual 
meaning or regulate their vague intensity. Yet we met; and fate bound 
us together at the altar, and I never spoke of passion nor thought of 
love. She, however, shunned society, and, attaching herself to me 
alone rendered me happy. It is a happiness to wonder; it is a 
happiness to dream. 

Morella’s erudition was profound. As I hope to live, her talents 
were of no common order—her powers of mind were gigantic. I felt 
this, and, in many matters, became her pupil. I soon, however, found 
that, perhaps on account of her Presburg education, she placed before 
me a number of those mystical writings which are usually considered 
the mere dross of the early German literature. These, for what reason I 
could not imagine, were her favourite and constant study—and that 
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in process of time they became my own, should be attributed to the 
simple but effectual influence of habit and example. 

In all this, if I err not, my reason had little to do. My convictions, 
or I forget myself, were in no manner acted upon by the ideal, nor 
was any tincture of the mysticism which I read to be discovered, 
unless I am greatly mistaken, either in my deeds or in my thoughts. 
Persuaded of this, I abandoned myself implicitly to the guidance of 
my wife, and entered with an unflinching heart into the intricacies of 
her studies. And then—then, when poring over forbidden pages, I felt 
a forbidden spirit enkindling within me—would Morella place her 
cold hand upon my own, and rake up from the ashes of a dead 
philosophy some low, singular words, whose strange meaning 
burned themselves in upon my memory. And then, hour after hour, 
would I linger by her side, and dwell upon the music of her voice, 
until at length its melody was tainted with terror, and there fell a 
shadow upon my soul, and I grew pale, and shuddered inwardly at 
those too unearthly tones. And thus, joy suddenly faded into horror, 
and the most beautiful became the most hideous, as Hinnon became 
Ge-Henna. 

It is unnecessary to state the exact character of those 
disquisitions which, growing out of the volumes I have mentioned, 
formed, for so long a time, almost the sole conversation of Morella 
and myself. By the learned in what might be termed theological 
morality they will be readily conceived, and by the unlearned they 
would, at all events, be little understood. The wild Pantheism of 
Fichte; the modified Paliggenedia of the Pythagoreans; and, above 
all, the doctrines of Identity as urged by Schelling, were generally 
the points of discussion presenting the most of beauty to the 
imaginative Morella. That identity which is termed personal, Mr. 
Locke, I think, truly defines to consist in the saneness of rational 
being. And since by person we understand an intelligent essence 
having reason, and since there is a consciousness which always 
accompanies thinking, it is this which makes us all to be that which 
we call ourselves, thereby distinguishing us from other beings that 
think, and giving us our personal identity. But the principium 
indivduationis, the notion of that identity which at death is or is not 
lost for ever, was to me, at all times, a consideration of intense 
interest; not more from the perplexing and exciting nature of its 
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consequences, than from the marked and agitated manner in which 
Morella mentioned them. 

But, indeed, the time had now arrived when the mystery of my 
wife’s manner oppressed me as a spell. I could no longer bear the 
touch of her wan fingers, nor the low tone of her musical language, 
nor the lustre of her melancholy eyes. And she knew all this, but did 
not upbraid; she seemed conscious of my weakness or my folly, and, 
smiling, called it fate. She seemed also conscious of a cause, to me 
unknown, for the gradual alienation of my regard; but she gave me 
no hint or token of its nature. Yet was she woman, and pined away 
daily. In time the crimson spot settled steadily upon the cheek, and 
the blue veins upon the pale forehead became prominent; and one 
instant my nature melted into pity, but in, next I met the glance of her 
meaning eyes, and then my soul sickened and became giddy with the 
giddiness of one who gazes downward into some dreary and 
unfathomable abyss. 

Shall I then say that I longed with an earnest and consuming 
desire for the moment of Morella’s decease? I did; but the fragile 
spirit clung to its tenement of clay for many days, for many weeks 
and irksome months, until my tortured nerves obtained the mastery 
over my mind, and I grew furious through delay, and, with the heart 
of a fiend, cursed the days and the hours and the bitter moments, 
which seemed to lengthen and lengthen as her gentle life declined, 
like shadows in the dying of the day. 

But one autumnal evening, when the winds lay still in heaven, 
Morella called me to her bedside. There was a dim mist over all the 
earth, and a warm glow upon the waters, and amid the rich October 
leaves of the forest, a rainbow from the firmament had surely fallen. 

“It is a day of days,” she said, as I approached; “a day of all days 
either to live or die. It is a fair day for the sons of earth and life—ah, 
more fair for the daughters of heaven and death!” 

I kissed her forehead, and she continued: 

“Tam dying, yet shall I live.” 

“Morella!” 

“The days have never been when thou couldst love me—but her 
whom in life thou didst abhor, in death thou shalt adore.” 

“Morella!” 

“T repeat I am dying. But within me is a pledge of that affection— 
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ah, how little!—which thou didst feel for me, Morella. And when my 
spirit departs shall the child live—thy child and mine, Morella’s. But 
thy days shall be days of sorrow—that sorrow which is the most 
lasting of impressions, as the cypress is the most enduring of trees. 
For the hours of thy happiness are over and joy is not gathered twice 
in a life, as the roses of Paestum twice in a year. Thou shalt no longer, 
then, play the Teian with time, but, being ignorant of the myrtle and 
the vine, thou shalt bear about with thee thy shroud on the earth, as 
do the Moslemin at Mecca.” 

“Morella!” I cried, “Morella! how knowest thou this?” but she 
turned away her face upon the pillow and a slight tremor coming 
over her limbs, she thus died, and I heard her voice no more. 

Yet, as she had foretold, her child, to which in dying.she had given 
birth, which breathed not until the mother breathed no more, her 
child, a daughter, lived. And she grew strangely in stature and 
intellect, and was the perfect resemblance of her who had departed, 
and I loved her with a love more fervent than I had believed it 
possible to feel for any denizen of earth. 

But, ere long the heaven of this pure affection became darkened, 
and gloom, and horror, and grief swept over it in clouds. I said the 
child grew strangely in stature and intelligence. Strange, indeed, was 
her rapid increase in bodily size, but terrible, oh! terrible were the 
tumultuous thoughts which crowded upon me while watching the 
development of her mental being. Could it be otherwise, when I daily 
discovered in the conceptions of the child the adult powers and 
faculties of the woman? when the lessons of experience fell from the 
lips of infancy? and when the wisdom or the passions of maturity I 
found hourly gleaming from its full and speculative eye? When, I say, 
all this became evident to my appalled senses, when I could no longer 
hide it from my soul, nor throw it off from those perceptions which 
trembled to receive it, is it to be wondered at that suspicions, of a 
nature fearful and exciting, crept in upon my spirit, or that my 
thoughts fell back aghast upon the wild tales and thrilling theories of 
the entombed Morella? I snatched from the scrutiny of the world a 
being whom destiny compelled me to adore, and in the rigorous 
seclusion of my home, watched with an agonizing anxiety over all 
which concerned the beloved. 

And as years rolled away, and I gazed day after day upon her 
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holy, and mild, and eloquent face, and poured over her maturing 
form, day after day did I discover new points of resemblance in the 
child to her mother, the melancholy and the dead. And hourly grew 
darker these shadows of similitude, and more full, and more definite, 
and more perplexing, and more hideously terrible in their aspect. For 
that her smile was like her mother’s I could bear; but then I 
shuddered at its too perfect identity, that her eyes were like Morella’s 
I could endure; but then they, too, often looked down into the depths 
of my soul with Morella’s own intense and bewildering meaning. 
And in the contour of the high forehead, and in the ringlets of the 
silken hair, and in the wan fingers which buried themselves therein, 
and in the sad musical tones of her speech, and above all—oh, above 
all, in the phrases and expressions of the dead on the lips of the loved 
and the living, I found food for consuming thought and horror, for a 
worm that would not die. 

Thus passed away two lustra of her life, and as yet my daughter 
remained nameless upon the earth. “My child,” and “my love,” were 
the designations usually prompted by a father’s affection, and the 
rigid seclusion of her days precluded all other intercourse. Morella’s 
name died with her at her death. Of the mother I had never spoken to 
the daughter, it was impossible to speak. Indeed, during the brief 
period of her existence, the latter had received no impressions from 
the outward world, save such as might have been afforded by the 
narrow limits of her privacy. But at length the ceremony of baptism 
presented to my mind, in its unnerved and agitated condition, a 
present deliverance from the terrors of my destiny. And at the 
baptismal font I hesitated for a name. And many titles of the wise and 
beautiful, of old and modern times, of my own and foreign lands, 
came thronging to my lips, with many, many fair titles of the gentle, 
and the happy, and the good. What prompted me then to disturb the 
memory of the buried dead? What demon urged me to breathe that 
sound, which in its very recollection was wont to make ebb the 
purple blood in torrents from the temples to the heart? What fiend 
spoke from the recesses of my soul, when amid those dim aisles, and 
in the silence of the night, I whispered within the ears of the holy man 
the syllables—Morella? What more than fiend convulsed the features 
of my child, and overspread them with hues of death, as starting at 
that scarcely audible sound, she turned her glassy eyes from the earth 
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to heaven, and falling prostrate on the black slabs of our ancestral 
vault, responded—“I am here!” 

Distinct, coldly, calmly distinct, fell those few simple sounds 
within my ear, and thence like molten lead rolled hissingly into my 
brain. Years—years may pass away, but the memory of that epoch 
never. Nor was I indeed ignorant of the flowers and the vine—but the 
hemlock and the cypress overshadowed me night and day. And I kept 
no reckoning of time or place, and the stars of my fate faded from 
heaven, and therefore the earth grew dark, and its figures passed by 
me like flitting shadows, and among them all I beheld only—Morella. 
The winds of the firmament breathed but one sound within my ears, 
and the ripples upon the sea murmured evermore—Morella. But she 
died; and with my own hands I bore her to the tomb; and I laughed 
with a long and bitter laugh as I found no traces of the first in the 
channel where I laid the second.—Morella. 
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BERENICE 


Dicebant mihi sodales, si sepulchrum amicae visitarem, curas 
meas aliquantulum forelevatas. 


— EBN ZAIAT 


isery is manifold. The wretchedness of earth is 

multiform. Overreaching the wide horizon as_ the 

rainbow, its hues are as various as the hues of that arch— 
as distinct too, yet as intimately blended. Overreaching the wide 
horizon as the rainbow! How is it that from beauty I have derived a 
type of unloveliness?—from the covenant of peace, a simile of 
sorrow? But as, in ethics, evil is a consequence of good, so, in fact, out 
of joy is sorrow born. Either the memory of past bliss is the anguish of 
to-day, or the agonies which are, have their origin in the ecstasies 
which might have been. 

My baptismal name is Egaeus; that of my family I will not 
mention. Yet there are no towers in the land more time-honored than 
my gloomy, gray, hereditary halls. Our line has been called a race of 
visionaries; and in many striking particulars—in the character of the 
family mansion—in the frescos of the chief saloon—in the tapestries 
of the dormitories—in the chiselling of some buttresses in the armory 
—but more especially in the gallery of antique paintings—in the 
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fashion of the library chamber—and, lastly, in the very peculiar 
nature of the library’s contents—there is more than sufficient 
evidence to warrant the belief. 

The recollections of my earliest years are connected with that 
chamber, and with its volumes—of which latter I will say no more. 
Here died my mother. Herein was I born. But it is mere idleness to say 
that I had not lived before—that the soul has no previous existence. 
You deny it?—let us not argue the matter. Convinced myself, I seek 
not to convince. There is, however, a remembrance of aerial forms—of 
spiritual and meaning eyes—of sounds, musical yet sad—a 
remembrance which will not be excluded; a memory like a shadow— 
vague, variable, indefinite, unsteady; and like a shadow, too, in the 
impossibility of my getting rid of it while the sunlight of my reason 
shall exist. 

In that chamber was I born. Thus awaking from the long night of 
what seemed, but was not, nonentity, at once into the very regions of 
fairy land—into a palace of imagination—into the wild dominions of 
monastic thought and erudition—it is not singular that I gazed 
around me with a startled and ardent eye—that I loitered away my 
boyhood in books, and dissipated my youth in reverie; but 
it is singular that as years rolled away, and the noon of manhood 
found me still in the mansion of my fathers—it is wonderful what 
stagnation there fell upon the springs of my life—wonderful how 
total an inversion took place in the character of my commonest 
thought. The realities of the world affected me as visions, and as 
visions only, while the wild ideas of the land of dreams became, in 
turn, not the material of my every-day existence, but in very deed that 
existence utterly and solely in itself. 


BERENICE AND I WERE COUSINS, and we grew up together in my 
paternal halls. Yet differently we grew—l, ill of health, and buried in 
gloom—she, agile, graceful, and overflowing with energy; hers, the 
ramble on the hill-side—mine the studies of the cloister; I, living 
within my own heart, and addicted, body and soul, to the most 
intense and painful meditation—she, roaming carelessly through life, 
with no thought of the shadows in her path, or the silent flight of the 
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raven-winged hours. Berenice!—I call upon her name—Berenice!— 
and from the gray ruins of memory a thousand tumultuous 
recollections are startled at the sound! Ah, vividly is her image before 
me now, as in the early days of her light-heartedness and joy! Oh, 
gorgeous yet fantastic beauty! Oh, sylph amid the shrubberies of 
Arnheim! Oh, Naiad among its fountains! And then—then all is 
mystery and terror, and a tale which should not be told. Disease—a 
fatal disease, fell like the simoon upon her frame; and, even while I 
gazed upon her, the spirit of change swept over her, pervading her 
mind, her habits, and her character, and, in a manner the most subtle 
and terrible, disturbing even the identity of her person! Alas! the 
destroyer came and went!—and the victim—where is she? I knew her 
not—or knew her no longer as Berenice. 

Among the numerous train of maladies superinduced by that fatal 
and primary one which effected a revolution of so horrible a kind in 
the moral and physical being of my cousin, may be mentioned as the 
most distressing and obstinate in its nature, a species of epilepsy not 
unfrequently terminating in trance itself—trance very nearly 
resembling positive dissolution, and from which her manner of 
recovery was in most instances, startlingly abrupt. In the mean time 
my own disease—for I have been told that I should call it by no other 
appellation—my own disease, then, grew rapidly upon me, and 
assumed finally a monomaniac character of a novel and extraordinary 
form—hourly and momently gaining vigor—and at length obtaining 
over me the most incomprehensible ascendancy. This monomania, if I 
must so term it, consisted in a morbid irritability of those properties 
of the mind in metaphysical science termed the attentive. It is more 
than probable that I am not understood; but I fear, indeed, that it is in 
no manner possible to convey to the mind of the merely general 
reader, an adequate idea of that nervous intensity of interest with 
which, in my case, the powers of meditation (not to speak technically) 
busied and buried themselves, in the contemplation of even the most 
ordinary objects of the universe. 

To muse for long unwearied hours, with my attention riveted to 
some frivolous device on the margin, or in the typography of a book; 
to become absorbed, for the better part of a summer’s day, in a quaint 
shadow falling aslant upon the tapestry or upon the floor; to lose 
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myself, for an entire night, in watching the steady flame of a lamp, or 
the embers of a fire; to dream away whole days over the perfume of a 
flower; to repeat, monotonously, some common word, until the 
sound, by dint of frequent repetition, ceased to convey any idea 
whatever to the mind; to lose all sense of motion or physical 
existence, by means of absolute bodily quiescence long and 
obstinately persevered in: such were a few of the most common and 
least pernicious vagaries induced by a condition of the mental 
faculties, not, indeed, altogether unparalleled, but certainly bidding 
defiance to anything like analysis or explanation. 

Yet let me not be misapprehended. The undue, earnest, and 
morbid attention thus excited by objects in their own nature frivolous, 
must not be confounded in character with that ruminating propensity 
common to all mankind, and more especially indulged in by persons 
of ardent imagination. It was not even, as might be at first supposed, 
an extreme condition, or exaggeration of such propensity, but 
primarily and essentially distinct and different. In the one instance, 
the dreamer, or enthusiast, being interested by an _ object 
usually not frivolous, imperceptibly loses sight of this object in a 
wilderness of deductions and suggestions issuing therefrom, until, at 
the conclusion of a day dream often replete with luxury, he finds 
the incitamentum, or first cause of his musings, entirely vanished and 
forgotten. In my case, the primary object was invariably frivolous, 
although assuming, through the medium of my distempered vision, a 
refracted and unreal importance. Few deductions, if any, were made; 
and those few pertinaciously returning in upon the original object as 
a centre. The meditations were never pleasurable; and, at the 
termination of the reverie, the first cause, so far from being out of 
sight, had attained that supernaturally exaggerated interest which 
was the prevailing feature of the disease. In a word, the powers of 
mind more particularly exercised were, with me, as I have said before, 
the attentive, and are, with the day-dreamer, the speculative. 

My books, at this epoch, if they did not actually serve to irritate 
the disorder, partook, it will be perceived, largely, in their imaginative 
and inconsequential nature, of the characteristic qualities of the 
disorder itself. I well remember, among others, the treatise of the 
noble Italian, Coelius Secundus Curio, “De Amplitudine Beati Regni 
Dei;” St. Austin’s great work, the “City of God;” and Tertullian’s “De 
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Carne Christi,” in which the paradoxical sentence “Mortuus est Dei 
filius; credible est quia ineptum est: et sepultus resurrexit; certum est quia 
impossibile est,” occupied my undivided time, for many weeks of 
laborious and fruitless investigation. 

Thus it will appear that, shaken from its balance only by trivial 
things, my reason bore resemblance to that ocean-crag spoken of by 
Ptolemy Hephestion, which steadily resisting the attacks of human 
violence, and the fiercer fury of the waters and the winds, trembled 
only to the touch of the flower called Asphodel. And although, to a 
careless thinker, it might appear a matter beyond doubt, that the 
alteration produced by her unhappy malady, in the moral condition of 
Berenice, would afford me many objects for the exercise of that 
intense and abnormal meditation whose nature I have been at some 
trouble in explaining, yet such was not in any degree the case. In the 
lucid intervals of my infirmity, her calamity, indeed, gave me pain, 
and, taking deeply to heart that total wreck of her fair and gentle life, 
I did not fail to ponder, frequently and bitterly, upon the wonder- 
working means by which so strange a revolution had been so 
suddenly brought to pass. But these reflections partook not of the 
idiosyncrasy of my disease, and were such as would have occurred, 
under similar circumstances, to the ordinary mass of mankind. True 
to its own character, my disorder revelled in the less important but 
more startling changes wrought in the physical frame of Berenice—in 
the singular and most appalling distortion of her personal identity. 

During the brightest days of her unparalleled beauty, most surely I 
had never loved her. In the strange anomaly of my existence, feelings 
with me, had never been of the heart, and my passions always were of 
the mind. Through the gray of the early morning—among the 
trellised shadows of the forest at noonday—and in the silence of my 
library at night—she had flitted by my eyes, and I had seen her—not 
as the living and breathing Berenice, but as the Berenice of a dream; 
not as a being of the earth, earthy, but as the abstraction of such a 
being; not as a thing to admire, but to analyze; not as an object of 
love, but as the theme of the most abstruse although desultory 
speculation. And now—now I shuddered in her presence, and grew 
pale at her approach; yet, bitterly lamenting her fallen and desolate 
condition, I called to mind that she had loved me long, and, in an evil 
moment, I spoke to her of marriage. 
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And at length the period of our nuptials was approaching, when, 
upon an afternoon in the winter of the year—one of those 
unseasonably warm, calm, and misty days which are the nurse of the 
beautiful Halcyon (*1),—I sat, (and sat, as I thought, alone,) in the 
inner apartment of the library. But, uplifting my eyes, I saw that 
Berenice stood before me. 

Was it my own excited imagination—or the misty influence of the 
atmosphere—or the uncertain twilight of the chamber—or the gray 
draperies which fell around her figure—that caused in it so vacillating 
and indistinct an outline? I could not tell. She spoke no word; and I— 
not for worlds could I have uttered a syllable. An icy chill ran through 
my frame; a sense of insufferable anxiety oppressed me; a consuming 
curiosity pervaded my soul; and sinking back upon the chair, I 
remained for some time breathless and motionless, with my eyes 
riveted upon her person. Alas! its emaciation was excessive, and not 
one vestige of the former being lurked in any single line of the 
contour. My burning glances at length fell upon the face. 

The forehead was high, and very pale, and singularly placid; and 
the once jetty hair fell partially over it, and overshadowed the hollow 
temples with innumerable ringlets, now of a vivid yellow, and jarring 
discordantly, in their fantastic character, with the reigning melancholy 
of the countenance. The eyes were lifeless, and lustreless, and 
seemingly pupilless, and I shrank involuntarily from their glassy 
stare to the contemplation of the thin and shrunken lips. They parted; 
and in a smile of peculiar meaning, the teeth of the changed Berenice 
disclosed themselves slowly to my view. Would to God that I had 
never beheld them, or that, having done so, I had died! 


THE SHUTTING of a door disturbed me, and, looking up, I found that 
my cousin had departed from the chamber. But from the disordered 
chamber of my brain, had not, alas! departed, and would not be 
driven away, the white and ghastly spectrum of the teeth. Not a speck 
on their surface—not a shade on their enamel—not an indenture in 
their edges—but what that period of her smile had sufficed to brand 
in upon my memory. I saw them now even more unequivocally than I 
beheld them then. The teeth!—the teeth!—they were here, and there, 
and everywhere, and visibly and palpably before me; long, narrow, 
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and excessively white, with the pale lips writhing about them, as in 
the very moment of their first terrible development. Then came the 
full fury of my monomania, and I struggled in vain against its strange 
and irresistible influence. In the multiplied objects of the external 
world I had no thoughts but for the teeth. For these I longed with a 
phrenzied desire. All other matters and all different interests became 
absorbed in their single contemplation. They—they alone were 
present to the mental eye, and they, in their sole individuality, became 
the essence of my mental life. I held them in every light. I turned 
them in every attitude. I surveyed their characteristics. | dwelt upon 
their peculiarities. I pondered upon their conformation. I mused upon 
the alteration in their nature. I shuddered as I assigned to them in 
imagination a sensitive and sentient power, and even when 
unassisted by the lips, a capability of moral expression. Of 
Mademoiselle Salle it has been well said, “Que tous ses pas etaient des 
sentiments,” and of Berenice I more seriously believed que toutes ses 
dents etaient des idees. Des idees!/—ah here was the idiotic thought that 
destroyed me! Des idees!/—ah therefore it was that I coveted them so 
madly! I felt that their possession could alone ever restore me to 
peace, in giving me back to reason. 

And the evening closed in upon me thus—and then the darkness 
came, and tarried, and went—and the day again dawned—and the 
mists of a second night were now gathering around—and still I sat 
motionless in that solitary room—and still I sat buried in meditation 
—and still the phantasma of the teeth maintained its terrible 
ascendancy, as, with the most vivid hideous distinctness, it floated 
about amid the changing lights and shadows of the chamber. At 
length there broke in upon my dreams a cry as of horror and dismay; 
and thereunto, after a pause, succeeded the sound of troubled voices, 
intermingled with many low moanings of sorrow or of pain. I arose 
from my seat, and throwing open one of the doors of the library, saw 
standing out in the ante-chamber a servant maiden, all in tears, who 
told me that Berenice was—no more! She had been seized with 
epilepsy in the early morning, and now, at the closing in of the night, 
the grave was ready for its tenant, and all the preparations for the 


burial were completed. 
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I FouND myself sitting in the library, and again sitting there alone. It 
seemed that I had newly awakened from a confused and exciting 
dream. I knew that it was now midnight, and I was well aware, that 
since the setting of the sun, Berenice had been interred. But of that 
dreary period which intervened I had no positive, at least no definite 
comprehension. Yet its memory was replete with horror—horror 
more horrible from being vague, and terror more terrible from 
ambiguity. It was a fearful page in the record my existence, written all 
over with dim, and hideous, and unintelligible recollections. I strived 
to decypher them, but in vain; while ever and anon, like the spirit of a 
departed sound, the shrill and piercing shriek of a female voice 
seemed to be ringing in my ears. I had done a deed—what was it? I 
asked myself the question aloud, and the whispering echoes of the 
chamber answered me,—“what was it?” 

On the table beside me burned a lamp, and near it lay a little box. 
It was of no remarkable character, and I had seen it frequently before, 
for it was the property of the family physician; but how came it there, 
upon my table, and why did I shudder in regarding it? These things 
were in no manner to be accounted for, and my eyes at length 
dropped to the open pages of a book, and to a sentence underscored 
therein. The words were the singular but simple ones of the poet Ebn 
Zaiat:—” Dicebant mihi sodales si sepulchrum amicae visitarem, curas meas 
aliquantulum fore levatas.” Why then, as I perused them, did the hairs 
of my head erect themselves on end, and the blood of my body 
become congealed within my veins? 

There came a light tap at the library door—and, pale as the tenant 
of a tomb, a menial entered upon tiptoe. His looks were wild with 
terror, and he spoke to me in a voice tremulous, husky, and very low. 
What said he?—some broken sentences I heard. He told of a wild cry 
disturbing the silence of the night—of the gathering together of the 
household—of a search in the direction of the sound; and then his 
tones grew thrillingly distinct as he whispered me of a violated grave 
—of a disfigured body enshrouded, yet still breathing—still 
palpitating—still alive! 

He pointed to garments;—they were muddy and clotted with 
gore. I spoke not, and he took me gently by the hand: it was indented 
with the impress of human nails. He directed my attention to some 
object against the wall. I looked at it for some minutes: it was a spade. 
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With a shriek I bounded to the table, and grasped the box that lay 
upon it. But I could not force it open; and in my tremor, it slipped 
from my hands, and fell heavily, and burst into pieces; and from it, 
with a rattling sound, there rolled out some instruments of dental 
surgery, intermingled with thirty-two small, white and ivory-looking 
substances that were scattered to and fro about the floor. 
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THE GOLD-BUG 


What ho! what ho! this fellow is dancing mad! 
He hath been bitten by the Tarantula. 


— ALLIN THE WRONG 


any years ago, I contracted an intimacy with a Mr. 

William Legrand. He was of an ancient Huguenot family, 

and had once been wealthy; but a series of misfortunes 
had reduced him to want. To avoid the mortification consequent upon 
his disasters, he left New Orleans, the city of his forefathers, and took 
up his residence at Sullivan’s Island, near Charleston, South Carolina. 
This Island is a very singular one. It consists of little else than the sea 
sand, and is about three miles long. Its breadth at no point exceeds a 
quarter of a mile. It is separated from the main land by a scarcely 
perceptible creek, oozing its way through a wilderness of reeds and 
slime, a favorite resort of the marsh hen. The vegetation, as might be 
supposed, is scant, or at least dwarfish. No trees of any magnitude are 
to be seen. Near the western extremity, where Fort Moultrie stands, 
and where are some miserable frame buildings, tenanted, during 
summer, by the fugitives from Charleston dust and fever, may be 
found, indeed, the bristly palmetto; but the whole island, with the 
exception of this western point, and a line of hard, white beach on the 
seacoast, is covered with a dense undergrowth of the sweet myrtle, so 
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much prized by the horticulturists of England. The shrub here often 
attains the height of fifteen or twenty feet, and forms an almost 
impenetrable coppice, burthening the air with its fragrance. 

In the inmost recesses of this coppice, not far from the eastern or 
more remote end of the island, Legrand had built himself a small hut, 
which he occupied when I first, by mere accident, made his 
acquaintance. This soon ripened into friendship—for there was much 
in the recluse to excite interest and esteem. I found him well 
educated, with unusual powers of mind, but infected with 
misanthropy, and subject to perverse moods of alternate enthusiasm 
and melancholy. He had with him many books, but rarely employed 
them. His chief amusements were gunning and fishing, or sauntering 
along the beach and through the myrtles, in quest of shells or 
entomological specimens;—his collection of the latter might have 
been envied by a Swammerdamm. In these excursions he was usually 
accompanied by an old negro, called Jupiter, who had been 
manumitted before the reverses of the family, but who could be 
induced, neither by threats nor by promises, to abandon what he 
considered his right of attendance upon the footsteps of his young 
“Massa Will.” It is not improbable that the relatives of Legrand, 
conceiving him to be somewhat unsettled in intellect, had contrived 
to instil this obstinacy into Jupiter, with a view to the supervision and 
guardianship of the wanderer. 

The winters in the latitude of Sullivan’s Island are seldom very 
severe, and in the fall of the year it is a rare event indeed when a fire 
is considered necessary. About the middle of October, 18-, there 
occurred, however, a day of remarkable chilliness. Just before sunset I 
scrambled my way through the evergreens to the hut of my friend, 
whom I had not visited for several weeks—my residence being, at 
that time, in Charleston, a distance of nine miles from the Island, 
while the facilities of passage and re-passage were very far behind 
those of the present day. Upon reaching the hut I rapped, as was my 
custom, and getting no reply, sought for the key where I knew it was 
secreted, unlocked the door and went in. A fine fire was blazing upon 
the hearth. It was a novelty, and by no means an ungrateful one. I 
threw off an overcoat, took an arm-chair by the crackling logs, and 
awaited patiently the arrival of my hosts. 

Soon after dark they arrived, and gave me a most cordial 
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welcome. Jupiter, grinning from ear to ear, bustled about to prepare 
some marsh-hens for supper. Legrand was in one of his fits—how else 
shall I term them?—of enthusiasm. He had found an unknown 
bivalve, forming a new genus, and, more than this, he had hunted 
down and secured, with Jupiter’s assistance, a scarab?us which he 
believed to be totally new, but in respect to which he wished to have 
my opinion on the morrow. 

“And why not to-night?” I asked, rubbing my hands over the 
blaze, and wishing the whole tribe of scarab?i at the devil. 

“Ah, if I had only known you were here!” said Legrand, “but it’s 
so long since I saw you; and how could I foresee that you would pay 
me a visit this very night of all others? As I was coming home I met 
Lieutenant G—,, from the fort, and, very foolishly, I lent him the bug; 
so it will be impossible for you to see it until the morning. Stay here 
to-night, and I will send Jup down for it at sunrise. It is the loveliest 
thing in creation!” 

“What?—sunrise?” 

“Nonsense! no!—the bug. It is of a brilliant gold color—about the 
size of a large hickory-nut—with two jet black spots near one 
extremity of the back, and another, somewhat longer, at the other. The 
antenne are—” 

“Dey aint no tin in him, Massa Will, I keep a tellin on you,” here 
interrupted Jupiter; “de bug is a goole bug, solid, ebery bit of him, 
inside and all, sep him wing—neber feel half so hebby a bug in my 
life.” 

“Well, suppose it is, Jup,” replied Legrand, somewhat more 
earnestly, it seemed to me, than the case demanded, “is that any 
reason for your letting the birds burn? The color”—here he turned to 
me—“is really almost enough to warrant Jupiter’s idea. You never 
saw a more brilliant metallic lustre than the scales emit—but of this 
you cannot judge till tomorrow. In the mean time I can give you some 
idea of the shape.” Saying this, he seated himself at a small table, on 
which were a pen and ink, but no paper. He looked for some in a 
drawer, but found none. 

“Never mind,” said he at length, “this will answer;” and he drew 
from his waistcoat pocket a scrap of what I took to be very dirty 
foolscap, and made upon it a rough drawing with the pen. While he 
did this, I retained my seat by the fire, for I was still chilly. When the 
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design was complete, he handed it to me without rising. As I received 
it, a loud growl was heard, succeeded by a scratching at the door. 
Jupiter opened it, and a large Newfoundland, belonging to Legrand, 
rushed in, leaped upon my shoulders, and loaded me with caresses; 
for I had shown him much attention during previous visits. When his 
gambols were over, I looked at the paper, and, to speak the truth, 
found myself not a little puzzled at what my friend had depicted. 

“Well!” I said, after contemplating it for some minutes, “this is a 
strange scarab?us, I must confess: new to me: never saw anything like 
it before—unless it was a skull, or a death’s-head—which it more 
nearly resembles than anything else that has come under my 
observation.” 

“A death’s-head!” echoed Legrand—“Oh—yes—well, it has 
something of that appearance upon paper, no doubt. The two upper 
black spots look like eyes, eh? and the longer one at the bottom like a 
mouth—and then the shape of the whole is oval.” 

“Perhaps so,” said I; “but, Legrand, I fear you are no artist. I must 
wait until I see the beetle itself, if 1 am to form any idea of its personal 
appearance.” 

“Well, I don’t know,” said he, a little nettled, “I draw tolerably— 
should do it at least—have had good masters, and flatter myself that I 
am not quite a blockhead.” 

“But, my dear fellow, you are joking then,” said I, “this is a very 
passable skull—indeed, I may say that it is a very excellent skull, 
according to the vulgar notions about such specimens of physiology 
—and your scarab?us must be the queerest scarab?us in the world if it 
resembles it. Why, we may get up a very thrilling bit of superstition 
upon this hint. I presume you will call the bug scarabeeus caput 
hominis, or something of that kind—there are many similar titles in 
the Natural Histories. But where are the antennee you spoke of?” 

“The antennz!” said Legrand, who seemed to be getting 
unaccountably warm upon the subject; “I am sure you must see the 
antennee. | made them as distinct as they are in the original insect, 
and I presume that is sufficient.” 

“Well, well,” I said, “perhaps you have—still I don’t see them;” 
and I handed him the paper without additional remark, not wishing 
to ruffle his temper; but I was much surprised at the turn affairs had 
taken; his ill humor puzzled me—and, as for the drawing of the 
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beetle, there were positively no antenne visible, and the whole did 
bear a very close resemblance to the ordinary cuts of a death’s-head. 

He received the paper very peevishly, and was about to crumple 
it, apparently to throw it in the fire, when a casual glance at the 
design seemed suddenly to rivet his attention. In an instant his face 
grew violently red—in another as excessively pale. For some minutes 
he continued to scrutinize the drawing minutely where he sat. At 
length he arose, took a candle from the table, and proceeded to seat 
himself upon a sea-chest in the farthest corner of the room. Here 
again he made an anxious examination of the paper; turning it in all 
directions. He said nothing, however, and his conduct greatly 
astonished me; yet I thought it prudent not to exacerbate the growing 
moodiness of his temper by any comment. Presently he took from his 
coat pocket a wallet, placed the paper carefully in it, and deposited 
both in a writing-desk, which he locked. He now grew more 
composed in his demeanor; but his original air of enthusiasm had 
quite disappeared. Yet he seemed not so much sulky as abstracted. As 
the evening wore away he became more and more absorbed in 
reverie, from which no sallies of mine could arouse him. It had been 
my intention to pass the night at the hut, as I had frequently done 
before, but, seeing my host in this mood, I deemed it proper to take 
leave. He did not press me to remain, but, as I departed, he shook my 
hand with even more than his usual cordiality. 

It was about a month after this (and during the interval I had seen 
nothing of Legrand) when I received a visit, at Charleston, from his 
man, Jupiter. I had never seen the good old negro look so dispirited, 
and I feared that some serious disaster had befallen my friend. 

“Well, Jup,” said I, “what is the matter now?—how is your 
master?” 

“Why, to speak de troof, massa, him not so berry well as 
mought be.” 

“Not well! I am truly sorry to hear it. What does he complain of?” 

“Dar! dat’s it!—him neber plain of notin—but him berry sick for 
all dat.” 

“Very sick, Jupiter!—why didn’t you say so at once? Is he confined 
to bed?” 

“No, dat he aint!—he aint find nowhar—dat’s just whar de shoe 
pinch—my mind is got to be berry hebby bout poor Massa Will.” 
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“Jupiter, I should like to understand what it is you are talking 
about. You say your master is sick. Hasn’t he told you what ails him?” 

“Why, massa, taint worf while for to git mad about de matter— 
Massa Will say noffin at all aint de matter wid him—but den what 
make him go about looking dis here way, wid he head down and he 
soldiers up, and as white as a gose? And den he keep a syphon all de 
Hime 

“Keeps a what, Jupiter?” 

“Keeps a syphon wid de figgurs on de slate—de queerest figgurs I 
ebber did see. Ise gittin to be skeered, I tell you. Hab for to keep 
mighty tight eye pon him noovers. Todder day he gib me slip fore de 
sun up and was gone de whole ob de blessed day. I had a big stick 
ready cut for to gib him deuced good beating when he did come—but 
Ise sich a fool dat I hadn’t de heart arter all—he look so berry poorly.” 

“Eh?—what?—ah yes!—upon the whole I think you had better not 
be too severe with the poor fellow—don’t flog him, Jupiter—he can’t 
very well stand it—but can you form no idea of what has occasioned 
this illness, or rather this change of conduct? Has anything 
unpleasant happened since I saw you?” 

“No, massa, dey aint bin noffin unpleasant since den—‘twas fore 
den I’m feared—‘twas de berry day you was dare.” 

“How? what do you mean?” 

“Why, massa, I mean de bug—dare now.” 

“The what?” 

“De bug,—l'm berry sartain dat Massa Will bin bit somewhere 
bout de head by dat goole-bug.” 

“And what cause have you, Jupiter, for such a supposition?” 

“Claws enuff, massa, and mouth too. I nebber did see sick a 
deuced bug—he kick and he bite ebery ting what cum near him. 
Massa Will cotch him fuss, but had for to let him go gin mighty quick, 
I tell you—den was de time he must ha got de bite. I did n’t like de 
look oh de bug mouff, myself, no how, so I would n’t take hold ob 
him wid my finger, but I cotch him wid a piece ob paper dat I found. I 
rap him up in de paper and stuff piece ob it in he mouff—dat was de 
way.” 

“And you think, then, that your master was really bitten by the 
beetle, and that the bite made him sick?” 

“I do n’t tink noffin about it—I nose it. What make him dream 
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bout de goole so much, if taint cause he bit by de goole-bug? Ise heerd 
bout dem goole-bugs fore dis.” 

“But how do you know he dreams about gold?” 

“How | know? why cause he talk about it in he sleep—dat’s how I 
nose.” 

“Well, Jup, perhaps you are right; but to what fortunate 
circumstance am I to attribute the honor of a visit from you to-day?” 

“What de matter, massa?” 

“Did you bring any message from Mr. Legrand?” 

“No, massa, I bring dis here pissel;” and here Jupiter handed me a 
note which ran thus: 


MY DEAR —— 

Why have I not seen you for so long a time? I hope you have not 
been so foolish as to take offence at any little brusquerie of mine; but no, 
that is improbable. Since I saw you I have had great cause for anxiety. I 
have something to tell you, yet scarcely know how to tell it, or whether 
I should tell it at all. 

I have not been quite well for some days past, and poor old Jup 
annoys me, almost beyond endurance, by his well-meant attentions 
Would you believe it?—he had prepared a huge stick, the other day, 
with which to chastise me for giving him the slip, and spending the 
day, solus, among the hills on the main land. I verily believe that my ill 
looks alone saved me a flogging. 

I have made no addition to my cabinet since we met. 

If you can, in any way, make it convenient, come over with 
Jupiter. Do come. I wish to see you to-night, upon business of 
importance. I assure you that it is of the highest importance. 

Ever yours, WILLIAM LEGRAND. 


There was something in the tone of this note which gave me great 
uneasiness. Its whole style differed materially from that of Legrand. 
What could he be dreaming of? What new crotchet possessed his 
excitable brain? What “business of the highest importance” could he 
possibly have to transact? Jupiter’s account of him boded no good. I 
dreaded lest the continued pressure of misfortune had, at length, 
fairly unsettled the reason of my friend. Without a moment's 
hesitation, therefore, I prepared to accompany the negro. 
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Upon reaching the wharf, | noticed a scythe and three spades, all 
apparently new, lying in the bottom of the boat in which we were to 
embark. 

“What is the meaning of all this, Jup?” I inquired, 

“Him syfe, massa, and spade.” 

“Very true; but what are they doing here?” 

“Him de syfe and de spade what Massa Will sis pon my baying 
for him in de town, and de debbils own lot of money I had to gid 
for em.” 

“But what, in the name of all that is mysterious, is your “Massa 
Will’ going to do with scythes and spades?” 

“Dat’s more dan I know, and debbil take me it | don't blieve ‘ts 
more dan he know, too, But it’s all cum ob do bug.” 

Finding that no satisfaction was to be obtained of Jupiter, whose 
whole intellect seemed to be absorbed by “de bug,” | now stepped 
into the boat and made sail. With a fair and strong breeze we soon fran 
into the little cove to the northward of Fort Moultrie, and a walk of 
some two miles brought us to the hut. It was about three in the 
afternoon when we arrived, Legrand had been awaiting us in eager 
expectation. He grasped my hand with a nervous empressement 
which alarmed me and_ strengthened the suspicions already 
entertained. His countenance was pale even to ghastliness, and his 
deep-set eyes glared with unnatural lustre, After some inquiries 
respecting his health, | asked him, not knowing what better to say, if 
he had yet obtained the scarabeous from Lieutenant G — 

“Oh, yes,” he replied, coloring violently, “I got it from him the 
next morning. Nothing should tempt me to part with that scarabeus 
Do you know that Jupiter is quite right about it?” 

“In what way?” I asked, with a sad foreboding at heart, 

“In supposing it to be a bug of real gold.” He said this with an air 
of profound seriousness, and | felt inexpressibly shocked, 

“This bug is to make my fortune,” he continued with a 
triumphant smile, “to reinstate me in my family possessions. Is it any 
wonder, then, that I prize it? Since Fortune has thought fit to bestow it 
upon me, I have only to use it properly and | shall arrive at the gold 
of which it is the index, Jupiter; bring me that scarabeus!” 

“What! de bug, massa? I'd rudder not go fer trubble dat dbag—yor 
mus git him for your own self.” Hereupon Legrand arose, with a 
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grave and stately air, and brought me the beetle from a glass case in 
which it was enclosed, It was a beautiful scarabaeus, and, at that time, 
unknown to naturalists—of course a great prize in a scientific point of 
view, There were two round, black spots near one extremity of the 
back, and a Jong one near the other, The scales were exceedingly hard 
and glossy, with all the appearance of burnished gold. The weight of 
the insect was very remarkable, and, taking all things into 
consideration, | could hardly blame Jupiter for his opinion respecting 
it; but what to make of Legrand’s concordance with that opinion, J 
could not, for the life of me, tell, 

“T sent for you,” said he, in a grandiloquent tone, when I had 
completed my examination of the beetle, “Il sent for you, that I might 
have your counsel and assistance in furthering the views of Fate and 
of the bug” — 

“My dear Legrand,” | cried, interrupting him, “you are certainly 
unwell, and had better use some little precautions, You shall go to 
bed, and | will remain with you a few days, until you get over this. 
You are feverish and” — 

“Feel my pulse,” said he, 

I felt it, and, to say the truth, found not the slightest indication of 
fever, 

“But you may be ill and yet have no fever, Allow me this once to 
prescribe for you, In the first place, go to bed. In the next”— 

“You are mistaken,” he interposed, “I am as well as I can expect to 
be under the excitement which I suffer. If you really wish me well, 
you will relieve this excitement.” 

“And how is this to be done?” 

“Very easily. Jupiter and myself are going upon an expedition into 
the hills, upon the main land, and, in this expedition we shall need 
the aid of some person in whom we can confide. You are the only one 
we can trust, Whether we succeed or fail, the excitement which you 
now perceive in me will be equally allayed.” 

“1 am anxious to oblige you in any way,” I replied; “but do you 
mean to say that this infernal beetle has any connection with your 
expedition into the hills?” 

“Tt has.” 

“Then, Legrand, | can become a party to no such absurd 
proceeding.” 
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“I am sorry—very sorry—for we shall have to try it by ourselves.” 

“Try it by yourselves! The man is surely mad!—but stay!—how 
long do you propose to be absent?” 

“Probably all night. We shall start immediately, and be back, at all 
events, by sunrise.” 

“And will you promise me, upon your honor, that when this freak 
of yours is over, and the bug business (good God!) settled to your 
satisfaction, you will then return home and follow my advice 
implicitly, as that of your physician?” 

“Yes; I promise; and now let us be off, for we have no time to 
lose.” 

With a heavy heart I accompanied my friend. We started about 
four o’clock—Legrand, Jupiter, the dog, and myself. Jupiter had with 
him the scythe and spades—the whole of which he insisted upon 
carrying—more through fear, it seemed to me, of trusting either of the 
implements within reach of his master, than from any excess of 
industry or complaisance. His demeanor was dogged in the extreme, 
and “dat deuced bug” were the sole words which escaped his lips 
during the journey. For my own part, I had charge of a couple of dark 
lanterns, while Legrand contented himself with the scarabeeus, which 
he carried attached to the end of a bit of whip-cord; twirling it to and 
fro, with the air of a conjuror, as he went. When I observed this last, 
plain evidence of my friend’s aberration of mind, I could scarcely 
refrain from tears. I thought it best, however, to humor his fancy, at 
least for the present, or until I could adopt some more energetic 
measures with a chance of success. In the mean time I endeavored, 
but all in vain, to sound him in regard to the object of the expedition. 
Having succeeded in inducing me to accompany him, he seemed 
unwilling to hold conversation upon any topic of minor importance, 
and to all my questions vouchsafed no other reply than “we shall 
see!” 

We crossed the creek at the head of the island by means of a skiff; 
and, ascending the high grounds on the shore of the main land, 
proceeded in a northwesterly direction, through a tract of country 
excessively wild and desolate, where no trace of a human footstep 
was to be seen. Legrand led the way with decision; pausing only for 
an instant, here and there, to consult what appeared to be certain 
landmarks of his own contrivance upon a former occasion. 
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In this manner we journeyed for about two hours, and the sun 
was just setting when we entered a region infinitely more dreary than 
any yet seen. It was a species of table land, near the summit of an 
almost inaccessible hill, densely wooded from base to pinnacle, and 
interspersed with huge crags that appeared to lie loosely upon the 
soil, and in many cases were prevented from precipitating themselves 
into the valleys below, merely by the support of the trees against 
which they reclined. Deep ravines, in various directions, gave an air 
of still sterner solemnity to the scene. 

The natural platform to which we had clambered was thickly 
overgrown with brambles, through which we soon discovered that it 
would have been impossible to force our way but for the scythe; and 
Jupiter, by direction of his master, proceeded to clear for us a path to 
the foot of an enormously tall tulip-tree, which stood, with some eight 
or ten oaks, upon the level, and far surpassed them all, and all other 
trees which I had then ever seen, in the beauty of its foliage and form, 
in the wide spread of its branches, and in the general majesty of its 
appearance. When we reached this tree, Legrand turned to Jupiter, 
and asked him if he thought he could climb it. The old man seemed a 
little staggered by the question, and for some moments made no 
reply. At length he approached the huge trunk, walked slowly around 
it, and examined it with minute attention. When he had completed 
his scrutiny, he merely said, 

“Yes, massa, Jup climb any tree he ebber see in he life.” 

“Then up with you as soon as possible, for it will soon be too dark 
to see what we are about.” 

“How far mus go up, massa?” inquired Jupiter. 

“Get up the main trunk first, and then I will tell you which way to 
go—and here—stop! take this beetle with you.” 

“De bug, Massa Will!—de goole bug!” cried the negro, drawing 
back in dismay—“what for mus tote de bug way up de tree?—d-n if 
I do!” 

“If you are afraid, Jup, a great big negro like you, to take hold of a 
harmless little dead beetle, why you can carry it up by this string— 
but, if you do not take it up with you in some way, I shall be under 
the necessity of breaking your head with this shovel.” 

“What de matter now, massa?” said Jup, evidently shamed into 
compliance; “always want for to raise fuss wid old nigger. Was only 
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funnin any how. Me feered de bug! what I keer for de bug?” Here he 
took cautiously hold of the extreme end of the string, and, 
maintaining the insect as far from his person as circumstances would 
permit, prepared to ascend the tree. 

In youth, the tulip-tree, or Liriodendron Tulipferum, the most 
magnificent of American foresters, has a trunk peculiarly smooth, and 
often rises to a great height without lateral branches; but, in its riper 
age, the bark becomes gnarled and uneven, while many short limbs 
make their appearance on the stem. Thus the difficulty of ascension, 
in the present case, lay more in semblance than in reality. Embracing 
the huge cylinder, as closely as possible, with his arms and knees, 
seizing with his hands some projections, and resting his naked toes 
upon others, Jupiter, after one or two narrow escapes from falling, at 
length wriggled himself into the first great fork, and seemed to 
consider the whole business as virtually accomplished. The risk of the 
achievement was, in fact, now over, although the climber was some 
sixty or seventy feet from the ground. 

“Which way mus go now, Massa Will?” he asked. 

“Keep up the largest branch—the one on this side,” said Legrand. 
The negro obeyed him promptly, and apparently with but little 
trouble; ascending higher and higher, until no glimpse of his squat 
figure could be obtained through the dense foliage which enveloped 
it. Presently his voice was heard in a sort of halloo. 

“How much fudder is got for go?” 

“How high up are you?” asked Legrand. 

“Ebber so fur,” replied the negro; “can see de sky fru de top ob de 
tree,” 

“Never mind the sky, but attend to what I say. Look down the 
trunk and count the limbs below you on this side. How many limbs 
have you passed?” 

“One, two, tree, four, fibe—I done pass fibe big limb, massa, pon 
dis side.” 

“Then go one limb higher.” 

In a few minutes the voice was heard again, announcing that the 
seventh limb was attained. 

“Now, Jup,” cried Legrand, evidently much excited, “I want you 
to work your way out upon that limb as far as you can. If you see 
anything strange, let me know.” By this time what little doubt I might 
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have entertained of my poor friend’s insanity, was put finally at rest. I 
had no alternative but to conclude him stricken with lunacy, and I 
became seriously anxious about getting him home. While I was 
pondering upon what was best to be done, Jupiter’s voice was again 
heard. 

“Mos feerd for to ventur pon dis limb berry far—tis dead limb 
putty much all de way.” 

“Did you say it was a dead limb, Jupiter?” cried Legrand in a 
quavering voice. 

“Yes, massa, him dead as de door-nail—done up for sartain—done 
departed dis here life.” 

“What in the name heaven shall I do?” asked Legrand, seemingly 
in the greatest distress. “Do!” said I, glad of an opportunity to 
interpose a word, “why come home and go to bed. Come now!— 
that’s a fine fellow. It’s getting late, and, besides, you remember your 
promise.” 

“Jupiter,” cried he, without heeding me in the least, “do you 
hear me?” 

“Yes, Massa Will, hear you ebber so plain.” 

“Try the wood well, then, with your knife, and see if you think it 
very rotten.” 

“Him rotten, massa, sure nuff,” replied the negro in a few 
moments, “but not so berry rotten as mought be. Mought ventur out 
leetle way pon de limb by myself, dat’s true.” 

“By yourself|—what do you mean?” 

“Why I mean de bug. ‘Tis berry hebby bug. Spose I drop him 
down fuss, and den de limb won't break wid just de weight ob one 
nigger.” 

“You infernal scoundrel!” cried Legrand, apparently much 
relieved, “what do you mean by telling me such nonsense as that? As 
sure as you drop that beetle Ill break your neck. Look here, Jupiter, 
do you hear me?” 

“Yes, massa, needn’t hollo at poor nigger dat style.” 

“Well! now listen!—if you will venture out on the limb as far as 
you think safe, and not let go the beetle, I'll make you a present of a 
silver dollar as soon as you get down.” 

“lm gwine, Massa Will—deed I is,” replied the negro very 
promptly—“mos out to the eend now.” 
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“Out to the end!” here fairly screamed Legrand, “do you say you 
are out to the end of that limb?” 

“Soon be to de eend, massa,—o-0-0-0-oh! Lor-gol-a-marcy! what is 
dis here pon de tree?” 

“Well!” cried Legrand, highly delighted, “what is it?” 

“Why taint noffin but a skull—somebody bin lef him head up de 
tree, and de crows done gobble ebery bit ob de meat off.” 

“A skull, you say!—very well!—how is it fastened to the limb?— 
what holds it on?” 

“Sure nuff, massa; mus look. Why dis berry curous sarcumstance, 
pon my word—dare’s a great big nail in de skull, what fastens ob it 
on to de tree.” 

“Well now, Jupiter, do exactly as I tell you—do you hear?” 

“Yes, massa.” 

“Pay attention, then!—find the left eye of the skull.” 

“Hum! hoo! dat’s good! why dare aint no eye lef at all.” 

“Curse your stupidity! do you know your right hand from your 
left?” 

“Yes, I nose dat—nose all bout dat—tis my lef hand what I chops 
de wood wid.” 

“To be sure! you are left-handed; and your left eye is on the same 
side as your left hand. Now, I suppose, you can find the left eye of the 
skull, or the place where the left eye has been. Have you found it?” 

Here was a long pause. At length the negro asked, 

“Is de lef eye of de skull pon de same side as de lef hand of de 
skull, too?—cause de skull aint got not a bit ob a hand at all—nebber 
mind! I got de lef eye now—here de lef eye! what mus do wid it?” 

“Let the beetle drop through it, as far as the string will reach—but 
be careful and not let go your hold of the string.” 

“All dat done, Massa Will; mighty easy ting for to put de bug fru 
de hole—look out for him dare below!” 

During this colloquy no portion of Jupiter’s person could be seen; 
but the beetle, which he had suffered to descend, was now visible at 
the end of the string, and glistened, like a globe of burnished gold, in 
the last rays of the setting sun, some of which still faintly illumined 
the eminence upon which we stood. The scarabzeus hung quite clear 
of any branches, and, if allowed to fall, would have fallen at our feet. 
Legrand immediately took the scythe, and cleared with it a circular 


74 


THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH 


space, three or four yards in diameter, just beneath the insect, and, 
having accomplished this, ordered Jupiter to let go the string and 
come down from the tree. 

Driving a peg, with great nicety, into the ground, at the precise 
spot where the beetle fell, my friend now produced from his pocket a 
tape measure. Fastening one end of this at that point of the trunk, of 
the tree which was nearest the peg, he unrolled it till it reached the 
peg, and thence farther unrolled it, in the direction already 
established by the two points of the tree and the peg, for the distance 
of fifty feet—Jupiter clearing away the brambles with the scythe. At 
the spot thus attained a second peg was driven, and about this, as a 
centre, a rude circle, about four feet in diameter, described. Taking 
now a spade himself, and giving one to Jupiter and one to me, 
Legrand begged us to set about digging as quickly as possible. 

To speak the truth, I had no especial relish for such amusement at 
any time, and, at that particular moment, would most willingly have 
declined it; for the night was coming on, and I felt much fatigued 
with the exercise already taken; but I saw no mode of escape, and was 
fearful of disturbing my poor friend’s equanimity by a refusal. Could 
I have depended, indeed, upon Jupiter’s aid, I would have had no 
hesitation in attempting to get the lunatic home by force; but I was 
too well assured of the old negro’s disposition, to hope that he would 
assist me, under any circumstances, in a personal contest with his 
master. I made no doubt that the latter had been infected with some 
of the innumerable Southern superstitions about money buried, and 
that his phantasy had received confirmation by the finding of the 
scarabzeus, or, perhaps, by Jupiter’s obstinacy in maintaining it to be 
“a bug of real gold.” A mind disposed to lunacy would readily be led 
away by such suggestions—especially if chiming in with favorite 
preconceived ideas—and then I called to mind the poor fellow’s 
speech about the beetle’s being “the index of his fortune.” Upon the 
whole, I was sadly vexed and puzzled, but, at length, I concluded to 
make a virtue of necessity—to dig with a good will, and thus the 
sooner to convince the visionary, by ocular demonstration, of the 
fallacy of the opinions he entertained. 

The lanterns having been lit, we all fell to work with a zeal worthy 
a more rational cause; and, as the glare fell upon our persons and 
implements, I could not help thinking how picturesque a group we 
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composed, and how strange and suspicious our labors must have 
appeared to any interloper who, by chance, might have stumbled 
upon our whereabouts. 

We dug very steadily for two hours. Little was said; and our 
chief embarrassment lay in the yelpings of the dog, who took 
exceeding interest in our proceedings. He, at length, became so 
obstreperous that we grew fearful of his giving the alarm to some 
stragglers in the vicinity;—or, rather, this was the apprehension of 
Legrand;—for myself, I should have rejoiced at any interruption 
which might have enabled me to get the wanderer home. The noise 
was, at length, very effectually silenced by Jupiter, who, getting out 
of the hole with a dogged air of deliberation, tied the brute’s mouth 
up with one of his suspenders, and then returned, with a grave 
chuckle, to his task. 

When the time mentioned had expired, we had reached a depth of 
five feet, and yet no signs of any treasure became manifest. A general 
pause ensued, and I began to hope that the farce was at an end. 
Legrand, however, although evidently much disconcerted, wiped his 
brow thoughtfully and recommenced. We had excavated the entire 
circle of four feet diameter, and now we slightly enlarged the limit, 
and went to the farther depth of two feet. Still nothing appeared. The 
gold-seeker, whom I sincerely pitied, at length clambered from the 
pit, with the bitterest disappointment imprinted upon every feature, 
and proceeded, slowly and reluctantly, to put on his coat, which he 
had thrown off at the beginning of his labor. In the mean time I made 
no remark. Jupiter, at a signal from his master, began to gather up his 
tools. This done, and the dog having been unmuzzled, we turned in 
profound silence towards home. 

We had taken, perhaps, a dozen steps in this direction, when, with 
a loud oath, Legrand strode up to Jupiter, and seized him by the 
collar. The astonished negro opened his eyes and mouth to the fullest 
extent, let fall the spades, and fell upon his knees. 

“You scoundrel,” said Legrand, hissing out the syllables from 
between his clenched teeth—“you infernal black villain!—speak, I tell 
you!—answer me this instant, without prevarication!—which—which 
is your left eye?” 

“Oh, my golly, Massa Will! aint dis here my lef eye for sartain?” 
roared the terrified Jupiter, placing his hand upon his right organ of 
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vision, and holding it there with a desperate pertinacity, as if in 
immediate dread of his master’s attempt at a gouge. 

“I thought so!—I knew it! hurrah!” vociferated Legrand, letting 
the negro go, and executing a series of curvets and caracols, much to 
the astonishment of his valet, who, arising from his knees, looked, 
mutely, from his master to myself, and then from myself to his 
master. 

“Come! we must go back,” said the latter, “the game’s not up yet;” 
and he again led the way to the tulip-tree. 

“Jupiter,” said he, when we reached its foot, “come here! was the 
skull nailed to the limb with the face outwards, or with the face to the 
limb?” 

“De face was out, massa, so dat de crows could get at de eyes 
good, widout any trouble.” 

“Well, then, was it this eye or that through which you dropped the 
beetle?”—here Legrand touched each of Jupiter’s eyes. 

“Twas dis eye, massa—de lef eye—jis as you tell me,” and here it 
was his right eye that the negro indicated. 

“That will do—must try it again.” 

Here my friend, about whose madness I now saw, or fancied that I 
saw, certain indications of method, removed the peg which marked 
the spot where the beetle fell, to a spot about three inches to the 
westward of its former position. Taking, now, the tape measure from 
the nearest point of the trunk to the peg, as before, and continuing the 
extension in a straight line to the distance of fifty feet, a spot was 
indicated, removed, by several yards, from the point at which we had 
been digging. 

Around the new position a circle, somewhat larger than in the 
former instance, was now described, and we again set to work with 
the spades. I was dreadfully weary, but, scarcely understanding what 
had occasioned the change in my thoughts, I felt no longer any great 
aversion from the labor imposed. I had become most unaccountably 
interested—nay, even excited. Perhaps there was something, amid all 
the extravagant demeanor of Legrand—some air of forethought, or of 
deliberation, which impressed me. I dug eagerly, and now and then 
caught myself actually looking, with something that very much 
resembled expectation, for the fancied treasure, the vision of which 
had demented my unfortunate companion. At a period when such 
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vagaries of thought most fully possessed me, and when we had been 
at work perhaps an hour and a half, we were again interrupted by the 
violent howlings of the dog. His uneasiness, in the first instance, had 
been, evidently, but the result of playfulness or caprice, but he now 
assumed a bitter and serious tone. Upon Jupiter’s again attempting to 
muzzle him, he made furious resistance, and, leaping into the hole, 
tore up the mould frantically with his claws. In a few seconds he had 
uncovered a mass of human bones, forming two complete skeletons, 
intermingled with several buttons of metal, and what appeared to be 
the dust of decayed woollen. One or two strokes of a spade upturned 
the blade of a large Spanish knife, and, as we dug farther, three or 
four loose pieces of gold and silver coin came to light. 

At sight of these the joy of Jupiter could scarcely be.restrained, but 
the countenance of his master wore an air of extreme disappointment 
He urged us, however, to continue our exertions, and the words were 
hardly uttered when I stumbled and fell forward, having caught the 
toe of my boot in a large ring of iron that lay half buried in the loose 
earth. 

We now worked in earnest, and never did I pass ten minutes of 
more intense excitement. During this interval we had fairly unearthed 
an oblong chest of wood, which, from its perfect preservation and 
wonderful hardness, had plainly been subjected to some mineralizing 
process—perhaps that of the Bi-chloride of Mercury. This box was 
three feet and a half long, three feet broad, and two and a half feet 
deep. It was firmly secured by bands of wrought iron, riveted, and 
forming a kind of open trelliswork over the whole. On each side of 
the chest, near the top, were three rings of iron—six in all—by means 
of which a firm hold could be obtained by six persons. Our utmost 
united endeavors served only to disturb the coffer very slightly in its 
bed. We at once saw the impossibility of removing so great a weight. 
Luckily, the sole fastenings of the lid consisted of two sliding bolts. 
These we drew back—trembling and panting with anxiety. In an 
instant, a treasure of incalculable value lay gleaming before us. As the 
rays of the lanterns fell within the pit, there flashed upwards a glow 
and a glare, from a confused heap of gold and of jewels, that 
absolutely dazzled our eyes. 

I shall not pretend to describe the feelings with which I gazed. 
Amazement was, of course, predominant. Legrand appeared 
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exhausted with excitement, and spoke very few words. Jupiter’s 
countenance wore, for some minutes, as deadly a pallor as it is 
possible, in nature of things, for any negro’s visage to assume. He 
seemed stupified—thunderstricken. Presently he fell upon his knees 
in the pit, and, burying his naked arms up to the elbows in gold, let 
them there remain, as if enjoying the luxury of a bath. At length, with 
a deep sigh, he exclaimed, as if in a soliloquy, 

“And dis all cum ob de goole-bug! de putty goole bug! de poor 
little goole-bug, what I boosed in dat sabage kind ob style! Aint you 
shamed ob yourself, nigger?—answer me dat!” 

It became necessary, at last, that I should arouse both master and 
valet to the expediency of removing the treasure. It was growing late, 
and it behooved us to make exertion, that we might get every thing 
housed before daylight. It was difficult to say what should be done, 
and much time was spent in deliberation—so confused were the ideas 
of all. We, finally, lightened the box by removing two thirds of its 
contents, when we were enabled, with some trouble, to raise it from 
the hole. The articles taken out were deposited among the brambles, 
and the dog left to guard them, with strict orders from Jupiter neither, 
upon any pretence, to stir from the spot, nor to open his mouth until 
our return. We then hurriedly made for home with the chest; reaching 
the hut in safety, but after excessive toil, at one o’clock in the morning. 
Worn out as we were, it was not in human nature to do more 
immediately. We rested until two, and had supper; starting for the 
hills immediately afterwards, armed with three stout sacks, which, by 
good luck, were upon the premises. A little before four we arrived at 
the pit, divided the remainder of the booty, as equally as might be, 
among us, and, leaving the holes unfilled, again set out for the hut, at 
which, for the second time, we deposited our golden burthens, just as 
the first faint streaks of the dawn gleamed from over the tree-tops in 
the East. 

We were now thoroughly broken down; but the intense excitement 
of the time denied us repose. After an unquiet slumber of some three 
or four hours’ duration, we arose, as if by preconcert, to make 
examination of our treasure. 

The chest had been full to the brim, and we spent the whole day, 
and the greater part of the next night, in a scrutiny of its contents. 
There had been nothing like order or arrangement. Every thing had 
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been heaped in promiscuously. Having assorted all with care, we 
found ourselves possessed of even vaster wealth than we had at first 
supposed. In coin there was rather more than four hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars—estimating the value of the pieces, as accurately as 
we could, by the tables of the period. There was not a particle of 
silver. All was gold of antique date and of great variety—French, 
Spanish, and German money, with a few English guineas, and some 
counters, of which we had never seen specimens before. There were 
several very large and heavy coins, so worn that we could make 
nothing of their inscriptions. There was no American money. The 
value of the jewels we found more difficulty in estimating. There 
were diamonds—some of them exceedingly large and fine—a 
hundred and ten in all, and not one of them small; eighteen rubies of 
remarkable brilliancy;—three hundred and ten emeralds, all very 
beautiful; and twenty-one sapphires, with an opal. These stones had 
all been broken from their settings and thrown loose in the chest. The 
settings themselves, which we picked out from among the other gold, 
appeared to have been beaten up with hammers, as if to prevent 
identification. Besides all this, there was a vast quantity of solid gold 
ornaments;—nearly two hundred massive finger and earrings;—rich 
chains—thirty of these, if I remember;—eighty-three very large and 
heavy crucifixes;—five gold censers of great value;—a prodigious 
golden punch bowl, ornamented with richly chased vine-leaves and 
Bacchanalian figures; with two sword-handles exquisitely embossed, 
and many other smaller articles which I cannot recollect. The weight 
of these valuables exceeded three hundred and _ fifty pounds 
avoirdupois; and in this estimate I have not included one hundred 
and ninety-seven superb gold watches; three of the number being 
worth each five hundred dollars, if one. Many of them were very old, 
and as time keepers valueless; the works having suffered, more or 
less, from corrosion—but all were richly jewelled and in cases of great 
worth. We estimated the entire contents of the chest, that night, at a 
million and a half of dollars; and upon the subsequent disposal of the 
trinkets and jewels (a few being retained for our own use), it was 
found that we had greatly undervalued the treasure. When, at length, 
we had concluded our examination, and the intense excitement of the 
time had, in some measure, subsided, Legrand, who saw that I was 
dying with impatience for a solution of this most extraordinary 
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riddle, entered into a full detail of all the circumstances connected 
with it. 

“You remember;” said he, “the night when I handed you the 
rough sketch I had made of the scarabeeus. You recollect also, that I 
became quite vexed at you for insisting that my drawing resembled a 
death’s-head. When you first made this assertion I thought you were 
jesting; but afterwards I called to mind the peculiar spots on the back 
of the insect, and admitted to myself that your remark had some little 
foundation in fact. Still, the sneer at my graphic powers irritated me 
—for I am considered a good artist—and, therefore, when you 
handed me the scrap of parchment, I was about to crumple it up and 
throw it angrily into the fire.” 

“The scrap of paper, you mean,” said I. 

“No; it had much of the appearance of paper, and at first I 
supposed it to be such, but when I came to draw upon it, I discovered 
it, at once, to be a piece of very thin parchment. It was quite dirty, you 
remember. Well, as I was in the very act of crumpling it up, my glance 
fell upon the sketch at which you had been looking, and you may 
imagine my astonishment when I perceived, in fact, the figure of a 
death’s-head just where, it seemed to me, I had made the drawing of 
the beetle. For a moment I was too much amazed to think with 
accuracy. I knew that my design was very different in detail from this 
—although there was a certain similarity in general outline. Presently 
I took a candle, and seating myself at the other end of the room, 
proceeded to scrutinize the parchment more closely. Upon turning it 
over, I saw my own sketch upon the reverse, just as I had made it. My 
first idea, now, was mere surprise at the really remarkable similarity 
of outline—at the singular coincidence involved in the fact, that 
unknown to me, there should have been a skull upon the other side of 
the parchment, immediately beneath my figure of the scarabzeus, and 
that this skull, not only in outline, but in size, should so closely 
resemble my drawing. I say the singularity of this coincidence 
absolutely stupified me for a time. This is the usual effect of such 
coincidences. The mind struggles to establish a connexion—a 
sequence of cause and effect—and, being unable to do so, suffers a 
species of temporary paralysis. But, when I recovered from this 
stupor, there dawned upon me gradually a conviction which startled 
me even far more than the coincidence. I began distinctly, positively, 
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to remember that there had been no drawing upon the parchment 
when I made my sketch of the scarab?us. I became perfectly certain of 
this; for I recollected turning up first one side and then the other, in 
search of the cleanest spot. Had the skull been then there, of course I 
could not have failed to notice it. Here was indeed a mystery which I 
felt it impossible to explain; but, even at that early moment, there 
seemed to glimmer, faintly, within the most remote and secret 
chambers of my intellect, a glow-worm-like conception of that truth 
which last night’s adventure brought to so magnificent a 
demonstration. I arose at once, and putting the parchment securely 
away, dismissed all farther reflection until I should be alone. 

“When you had gone, and when Jupiter was fast asleep, I betook 
myself to a more methodical investigation of the affair. In the first 
place I considered the manner in which the parchment had come into 
my possession. The spot where we discovered the scarabaeus was on 
the coast of the main land, about a mile eastward of the island, and 
but a short distance above high water mark. Upon my taking hold of 
it, it gave me a sharp bite, which caused me to let it drop. Jupiter, with 
his accustomed caution, before seizing the insect, which had flown 
towards him, looked about him for a leaf, or something of that nature, 
by which to take hold of it. It was at this moment that his eyes, and 
mine also, fell upon the scrap of parchment, which I then supposed to 
be paper. It was lying half buried in the sand, a corner sticking up. 
Near the spot where we found it, I observed the remnants of the hull 
of what appeared to have been a ship’s long boat. The wreck seemed 
to have been there for a very great while; for the resemblance to boat 
timbers could scarcely be traced. 

“Well, Jupiter picked up the parchment, wrapped the beetle in it, 
and gave it to me. Soon afterwards we turned to go home, and on the 
way met Lieutenant G-. I showed him the insect, and he begged me to 
let him take it to the fort. Upon my consenting, he thrust it forthwith 
into his waistcoat pocket, without the parchment in which it had been 
wrapped, and which I had continued to hold in my hand during his 
inspection. Perhaps he dreaded my changing my mind, and thought 
it best to make sure of the prize at once—you know how enthusiastic 
he is on all subjects connected with Natural History. At the same time, 
without being conscious of it, | must have deposited the parchment in 
my own pocket. 
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“You remember that when I went to the table, for the purpose of 
making a sketch of the beetle, I found no paper where it was 
usually kept. I looked in the drawer, and found none there. I 
searched my pockets, hoping to find an old letter, when my hand 
fell upon the parchment. I thus detail the precise mode in which it 
came into my possession; for the circumstances impressed me with 
peculiar force. 

“No doubt you will think me fanciful—but I had already 
established a kind of connexion. I had put together two 2147links of a 
great chain. There was a boat lying upon a sea-coast, and not far from 
the boat was a parchment—not a paper—with a skull depicted upon 
it. You will, of course, ask ‘where is the connexion?’ I reply that the 
skull, or death’s-head, is the well-known emblem of the pirate. The 
flag of the death’s head is hoisted in all engagements. 

“I have said that the scrap was parchment, and not paper. 
Parchment is durable—almost imperishable. Matters of little moment 
are rarely consigned to parchment; since, for the mere ordinary 
purposes of drawing or writing, it is not nearly so well adapted as 
paper. This reflection suggested some meaning—some relevancy—in 
the death’s-head. I did not fail to observe, also, the form of the 
parchment. Although one of its corners had been, by some accident, 
destroyed, it could be seen that the original form was oblong. It was 
just such a slip, indeed, as might have been chosen for a 
memorandum—for a record of something to be long remembered and 
carefully preserved.” 

“But,” I interposed, “you say that the skull was not upon the 
parchment when you made the drawing of the beetle. How then do 
you trace any connexion between the boat and the skull—since this 
latter, according to your own admission, must have been designed 
(God only knows how or by whom) at some period subsequent to 
your sketching the scarabzeus?” 

“Ah, hereupon turns the whole mystery; although the secret, at 
this point, I had comparatively little difficulty in solving. My steps 
were sure, and could afford but a single result. I reasoned, for 
example, thus: When I drew the scarabzeus, there was no skull 
apparent upon the parchment. When I had completed the drawing I 
gave it to you, and observed you narrowly until you returned it. You, 
therefore, did not design the skull, and no one else was present to do 
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it. Then it was not done by human agency. And nevertheless it was 
done. 

“ At this stage of my reflections I endeavored to remember, and did 
remember, with entire distinctness, every incident which occurred 
about the period in question. The weather was chilly (oh rare and 
happy accident!), and a fire was blazing upon the hearth. I was heated 
with exercise and sat near the table. You, however, had drawn a chair 
close to the chimney. Just as I placed the parchment in your hand, and 
as you were in the act of inspecting it, Wolf, the Newfoundland, 
entered, and leaped upon your shoulders. With your left hand you 
caressed him and kept him off, while your right, holding the 
parchment, was permitted to fall listlessly between your knees, and in 
close proximity to the fire. At one moment I thought the blaze had 
caught it, and was about to caution you, but, before I could speak, 
you had withdrawn it, and were engaged in its examination. When I 
considered all these particulars, I doubted not for a moment that heat 
had been the agent in bringing to light, upon the parchment, the skull 
which I saw designed upon it. You are well aware that chemical 
preparations exist, and have existed time out of mind, by means of 
which it is possible to write upon either paper or vellum, so that the 
characters shall become visible only when subjected to the action of 
fire. Zaffre, digested in aqua regia, and diluted with four times its 
weight of water, is sometimes employed; a green tint results. The 
regulus of cobalt, dissolved in spirit of nitre, gives a red. These colors 
disappear at longer or shorter intervals after the material written 
upon cools, but again become apparent upon the re-application of 
heat. 

“I now scrutinized the death’s-head with care. Its outer edges— 
the edges of the drawing nearest the edge of the vellum—were far 
more distinct than the others. It was clear that the action of the caloric 
had been imperfect or unequal. I immediately kindled a fire, and 
subjected every portion of the parchment to a glowing heat. At first, 
the only effect was the strengthening of the faint lines in the skull; 
but, upon persevering in the experiment, there became visible, at the 
corner of the slip, diagonally opposite to the spot in which the 
death’s-head was delineated, the figure of what I at first supposed to 


be a goat. A closer scrutiny, however, satisfied me that it was intended 
for a kid.” 
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“Ha! ha!” said I, “to be sure I have no right to laugh at you—a 
million and a half of money is too serious a matter for mirth—but you 
are not about to establish a third 2147link in your chain—you will not 
find any especial connexion between your pirates and a goat—pirates, 
you know, have nothing to do with goats; they appertain to the 
farming interest.” 

“But I have just said that the figure was not that of a goat.” 

“Well, a kid then—pretty much the same thing.” 

“Pretty much, but not altogether,” said Legrand. “You may have 
heard of one Captain Kidd. I at once looked upon the figure of the 
animal as a kind of punning or hieroglyphical signature. I say 
signature; because its position upon the vellum suggested this idea. 
The death’s-head at the corner diagonally opposite, had, in the same 
manner, the air of a stamp, or seal. But I was sorely put out by the 
absence of all else—of the body to my imagined instrument—of the 
text for my context.” 

“T presume you expected to find a letter between the stamp and 
the signature.” 

“Something of that kind. The fact is, I felt irresistibly impressed 
with a presentiment of some vast good fortune impending. I can 
scarcely say why. Perhaps, after all, it was rather a desire than an 
actual belief;—but do you know that Jupiter’s silly words, about the 
bug being of solid gold, had a remarkable effect upon my fancy? And 
then the series of accidents and coincidences—these were so very 
extraordinary. Do you observe how mere an accident it was that these 
events should have occurred upon the sole day of all the year in 
which it has been, or may be, sufficiently cool for fire, and that 
without the fire, or without the intervention of the dog at the precise 
moment in which he appeared, I should never have become aware of 
the death’s-head, and so never the possessor of the treasure?” 

“But proceed—I am all impatience.” 

“Well; you have heard, of course, the many stories current—the 
thousand vague rumors afloat about money buried, somewhere upon 
the Atlantic coast, by Kidd and his associates. These rumors must 
have had some foundation in fact. And that the rumors have existed 
so long and so continuous, could have resulted, it appeared to me, 
only from the circumstance of the buried treasure still remaining 
entombed. Had Kidd concealed his plunder for a time, and 
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afterwards reclaimed it, the rumors would scarcely have reached us 
in their present unvarying form. You will observe that the stories told 
are all about money-seekers, not about money-finders. Had the pirate 
recovered his money, there the affair would have dropped. It seemed 
to me that some accident—say the loss of a memorandum indicating 
its locality—had deprived him of the means of recovering it, and that 
this accident had become known to his followers, who otherwise 
might never have heard that treasure had been concealed at all, and 
who, busying themselves in vain, because unguided attempts, to 
regain it, had given first birth, and then universal currency, to the 
reports which are now so common. Have you ever heard of any 
important treasure being unearthed along the coast?” 

“Never.” 

“But that Kidd’s accumulations were immense, is well known. I 
took it for granted, therefore, that the earth still held them; and you 
will scarcely be surprised when I tell you that I felt a hope, nearly 
amounting to certainty, that the parchment so strangely found, 
involved a lost record of the place of deposit.” 

“But how did you proceed?” 

“I held the vellum again to the fire, after increasing the heat; but 
nothing appeared. I now thought it possible that the coating of dirt 
might have something to do with the failure; so I carefully rinsed the 
parchment by pouring warm water over it, and, having done this, I 
placed it in a tin pan, with the skull downwards, and put the pan 
upon a furnace of lighted charcoal. In a few minutes, the pan having 
become thoroughly heated, I removed the slip, and, to my 
inexpressible joy, found it spotted, in several places, with what 
appeared to be figures arranged in lines. Again I placed it in the pan, 
and suffered it to remain another minute. Upon taking it off, the 
whole was just as you see it now.” Here Legrand, having re-heated 
the parchment, submitted it to my inspection. The following 
characters were rudely traced, in a red tint, between the death’s-head 
and the goat: 


53+++305))6*;4826)4+.)4+);80 
6*;48+8760))85;1+(;:+*8t83(88) 
5*+;46(;88*96*?;8)*+(:-485);5*+ 
2:*4(;4956*2(5*-4)878*:40692 
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85);)6t+8)4++;1 (+9;48081;8:8+1 
j48+85;4)4851528806*81 (+9;48 
1(88;4(+234;48)4+;161;:188;+?: 


“But,” said I, returning him the slip, “I am as much in the dark as 
ever. Were all the jewels of Golconda awaiting me upon my solution 
of this enigma, I am quite sure that I should be unable to earn them.” 

“And yet,” said Legrand, “the solution is by no means so difficult 
as you might be lead to imagine from the first hasty inspection of the 
characters. These characters, as any one might readily guess, form a 
cipher—that is to say, they convey a meaning; but then, from what is 
known of Kidd, I could not suppose him capable of constructing any 
of the more abstruse cryptographs. I made up my mind, at once, that 
this was of a simple species—such, however, as would appear, to the 
crude intellect of the sailor, absolutely insoluble without the key.” 

“And you really solved it?” 

“Readily; I have solved others of an abstruseness ten thousand 
times greater. Circumstances, and a certain bias of mind, have led me 
to take interest in such riddles, and it may well be doubted whether 
human ingenuity can construct an enigma of the kind which human 
ingenuity may not, by proper application, resolve. In fact, having 
once established connected and legible characters, I scarcely gave a 
thought to the mere difficulty of developing their import. 

“In the present case—indeed in all cases of secret writing—the 
first question regards the language of the cipher; for the principles of 
solution, so far, especially, as the more simple ciphers are concerned, 
depend upon, and are varied by, the genius of the particular idiom. In 
general, there is no alternative but experiment (directed by 
probabilities) of every tongue known to him who attempts the 
solution, until the true one be attained. But, with the cipher now 
before us, all difficulty was removed by the signature. The pun upon 
the word ‘Kidd’ is appreciable in no other language than the English. 
But for this consideration I should have begun my attempts with the 
Spanish and French, as the tongues in which a secret of this kind 
would most naturally have been written by a pirate of the Spanish 
main. As it was, I assumed the cryptograph to be English. 

“You observe there are no divisions between the words. Had there 
been divisions, the task would have been comparatively easy. In such 
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case I should have commenced with a collation and analysis of the 
shorter words, and, had a word of a single letter occurred, as is most 
likely, (a or I, for example,) I should have considered the solution as 
assured. But, there being no division, my first step was to ascertain 
the predominant letters, as well as the least frequent. Counting all, I 
constructed a table, thus: 

Of the character 8 there are 33. 

of ; there are 26. 

of 4 there are 19. 

of + ) there are 16. 

of * there are 13. 

of 5 there are 12. 

of 6 there are 11. 

of t 1 there are 8. 

of 0 there are 6. 

of 92 there are 5. 

of : 3 there are 4. 

of ? there are 3. 

of J there are 2. 

of —. there are 1. 

“Now, in English, the letter which most frequently occurs is e. 
Afterwards, succession runs thus:aoidhnrstuycfglmwbkpqx 
z. E predominates so remarkably that an individual sentence of any 
length is rarely seen, in which it is not the prevailing character. 

“Here, then, we leave, in the very beginning, the groundwork for 
something more than a mere guess. The general use which may be 
made of the table is obvious—but, in this particular cipher, we shall 
only very partially require its aid. As our predominant character is 8, 
we will commence by assuming it as the e of the natural alphabet. To 
verify the supposition, let us observe if the 8 be seen often in couples 
—for e is doubled with great frequency in English—in such words, for 
example, as ‘meet,’ ‘.fleet,’ ‘speed,’ ‘seen,’ been,’ ‘agree,’ &c. In the 
present instance we see it doubled no less than five times, although 
the cryptograph is brief. 

“Let us assume 8, then, as e. Now, of all words in the language, 
‘the’ is most usual; let us see, therefore, whether there are not 
repetitions of any three characters, in the same order of collocation, 
the last of them being 8. If we discover repetitions of such letters, so 
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arranged, they will most probably represent the word ‘the.’ Upon 
inspection, we find no less than seven such arrangements, the 
characters being ;48. We may, therefore, assume that ; represents t, 4 
represents h, and 8 represents e—the last being now well confirmed. 
Thus a great step has been taken. 

“But, having established a single word, we are enabled to establish 
a vastly important point; that is to say, several commencements and 
terminations of other words. Let us refer, for example, to the last 
instance but one, in which the combination ;48 occurs—not far from 
the end of the cipher. We know that the; immediately ensuing is the 
commencement of a word, and, of the six characters succeeding this 
‘the,’ we are cognizant of no less than five. Let us set these characters 


down, thus, by the letters we know them to represent, leaving a space 
for the unknown— 


t eeth. 


“Here we are enabled, at once, to discard the ‘th,’ as forming no 
portion of the word commencing with the first t; since, by experiment 
of the entire alphabet for a letter adapted to the vacancy, we perceive 
that no word can be formed of which this th can be a part. We are thus 
narrowed into 


nde 

and, going through the alphabet, if necessary, as before, we arrive 
at the word ‘tree,’ as the sole possible reading. We thus gain another 
letter, r, represented by (, with the words ‘the tree’ in juxtaposition. 

“Looking beyond these words, for a short distance, we again see 
the combination;48, and employ it by way of termination to what 
immediately precedes. We have thus this arrangement: 

the tree ;4(£?34 the, 


or, substituting the natural letters, where known, it reads thus: 


the tree thr#?3h the. 
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“Now, if, in place of the unknown characters, we leave blank 
spaces, or substitute dots, we read thus: 


the tree thr...h the, 


when the word ‘through’ makes itself evident at once. But this 
discovery gives us three new letters, 0, u and g, represented by #, ? 
and 3. 

“Looking now, narrowly, through the cipher for combinations of 
known characters, we find, not very far from the beginning, this 
arrangement, 


83(88, or egree, 
which, plainly, is the conclusion of the word ‘degree,’ and gives us 
another letter, d, represented by t. 
“Four letters beyond the word ‘degree, we perceive the 
combination 


/46(;88* 


“Translating the known characters, and representing the unknown 
by dots, as before, we read thus: 


th.rtee., 
an arrangement immediately suggestive of the word ‘thirteen,’ 
and again furnishing us with two new characters, i and n, represented 
by 6 and *. 


“Referring, now, to the beginning of the cryptograph, we find the 
combination, 


53FFT. 
“Translating, as before, we obtain 


good, 
8 
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which assures us that the first letter is A, and that the first two 
words are ‘A good.’ 


“It is now time that we arrange our key, as far as discovered, in a 
tabular form, to avoid confusion. It will stand thus: 


5 represents a 


legal 
Bie 
3°83 
a 
Guat 
Mele 7) 
$+” 0 
(Gps?? 
feral 


“We have, therefore, no less than ten of the most important letters 
represented, and it will be unnecessary to proceed with the details of 
the solution. I have said enough to convince you that ciphers of this 
nature are readily soluble, and to give you some insight into the 
rationale of their development. But be assured that the specimen 
before us appertains to the very simplest species of cryptograph. It 
now only remains to give you the full translation of the characters 
upon the parchment, as unriddled. Here it is: 


“A good glass in the bishop’s hostel in the devil's seat forty-one degrees and 
thirteen minutes northeast and by north main branch seventh limb east side 
shoot from the left eye of the death’s-head a bee line from the tree through the 


shot fifty feet out.’” 


“But,” said I, “the enigma seems still in as bad a condition as ever. 
How is it possible to extort a meaning from all this jargon about 
‘devil's seats,’ ‘death’s heads,’ and ‘bishop’s hotels?’” 

“I confess,” replied Legrand, “that the matter still wears a serious 
aspect, when regarded with a casual glance. My first endeavor was to 
divide the sentence into the natural division intended by the 
cryptographist.” 

“You mean, to punctuate it?” 
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“Something of that kind.” 

“But how was it possible to effect this?” 

“T reflected that it had been a point with the writer to run his 
words together without division, so as to increase the difficulty of 
solution. Now, a not over-acute man, in pursuing such an object 
would be nearly certain to overdo the matter. When, in the course of 
his composition, he arrived at a break in his subject which would 
naturally require a pause, or a point, he would be exceedingly apt to 
run his characters, at this place, more than usually close together. If 
you will observe the MS., in the present instance, you will easily 
detect five such cases of unusual crowding. Acting upon this hint, I 
made the division thus: ‘A good glass in the Bishop’s hostel in the 
Devil’s seat—forty-one degrees and thirteen minutes—northeast and 
by north—main branch seventh limb east side—shoot from the left 
eye of the death’s-head—a bee-line from the tree through the shot 
fifty feet out.” 

“Even this division,” said I, “leaves me still in the dark.” 

“It left me also in the dark,” replied Legrand, “for a few days; 
during which I made diligent inquiry, in the neighborhood of 
Sullivan’s Island, for any building which went by the name of the 
‘Bishop’s Hotel,’ for, of course, I dropped the obsolete word ‘hostel.’ 
Gaining no information on the subject, I was on the point of 
extending my sphere of search, and proceeding in a more systematic 
manner, when, one morning, it entered into my head, quite 
suddenly, that this ‘Bishop’s Hostel’ might have some reference to an 
old family, of the name of Bessop, which, time out of mind, had held 
possession of an ancient manor-house, about four miles to the 
northward of the Island. I accordingly went over to the plantation, 
and re-instituted my inquiries among the older negroes of the place. 
At length one of the most aged of the women said that she had 
heard of such a place as Bessop’s Castle, and thought that she could 
guide me to it, but that it was not a castle nor a tavern, but a high 
rock. 

“I offered to pay her well for her trouble, and, after some demur, 
she consented to accompany me to the spot. We found it without 
much difficulty, when, dismissing her, I proceeded to examine the 
place. The ‘castle’ consisted of an irregular assemblage of cliffs and 
rocks—one of the latter being quite remarkable for its height as well 
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as for its insulated and artificial appearance I clambered to its apex, 
and then felt much at a loss as to what should be next done. 

“While I was busied in reflection, my eyes fell upon a narrow 
ledge in the eastern face of the rock, perhaps a yard below the summit 
upon which I stood. This ledge projected about eighteen inches, and 
was not more than a foot wide, while a niche in the cliff just above it, 
gave it a rude resemblance to one of the hollow-backed chairs used by 
our ancestors. I made no doubt that here was the ‘devil's seat’ alluded 
to in the MS., and now I seemed to grasp the full secret of the riddle. 

“The ‘good glass,’ I knew, could have reference to nothing but a 
telescope; for the word ‘glass’ is rarely employed in any other sense 
by seamen. Now here, I at once saw, was a telescope to be used, and a 
definite point of view, admitting no variation, from which to use it. 
Nor did I hesitate to believe that the phrases, “forty-one degrees and 
thirteen minutes,’ and ‘northeast and by north,’ were intended as 
directions for the levelling of the glass. Greatly excited by these 
discoveries, I hurried home, procured a telescope, and returned to the 
rock. 

“T let myself down to the ledge, and found that it was impossible 
to retain a seat upon it except in one particular position. This fact 
confirmed my preconceived idea. I proceeded to use the glass. Of 
course, the ‘forty-one degrees and thirteen minutes’ could allude to 
nothing but elevation above the visible horizon, since the horizontal 
direction was clearly indicated by the words, ‘northeast and by 
north.’ This latter direction I at once established by means of a pocket- 
compass; then, pointing the glass as nearly at an angle of forty-one 
degrees of elevation as I could do it by guess, I moved it cautiously 
up or down, until my attention was arrested by a circular rift or 
opening in the foliage of a large tree that overtopped its fellows in the 
distance. In the centre of this rift I perceived a white spot, but could 
not, at first, distinguish what it was. Adjusting the focus of the 
telescope, I again looked, and now made it out to be a human skull. 

“Upon this discovery I was so sanguine as to consider the enigma 
solved; for the phrase ‘main branch, seventh limb, east side,’ could 
refer only to the position of the skull upon the tree, while ‘shoot from 
the left eye of the death’s head’ admitted, also, of but one 
interpretation, in regard to a search for buried treasure. | perceived 
that the design was to drop a bullet from the left eye of the skull, and 
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that a bee-line, or, in other words, a straight line, drawn from the 
nearest point of the trunk through ‘the shot,’ (or the spot where the 
bullet fell,) and thence extended to a distance of fifty feet, would 
indicate a definite point—and beneath this point I thought it at least 
possible that a deposit of value lay concealed.” 

“All this,” I said, “is exceedingly clear, and, although ingenious, 
still simple and explicit. When you left the Bishop’s Hotel, what 
then?” 

“Why, having carefully taken the bearings of the tree, I turned 
homewards. The instant that I left ‘the devil’s seat,” however, the 
circular rift vanished; nor could I get a glimpse of it afterwards, turn 
as I would. What seems to me the chief ingenuity in this whole 
business, is the fact (for repeated experiment has convinced me it is a 
fact) that the circular opening in question is visible from no other 
attainable point of view than that afforded by the narrow ledge upon 
the face of the rock. 

“In this expedition to the ‘Bishop’s Hotel’ I had been attended by 
Jupiter, who had, no doubt, observed, for some weeks past, the 
abstraction of my demeanor, and took especial care not to leave me 
alone. But, on the next day, getting up very early, I contrived to give 
him the slip, and went into the hills in search of the tree. After much 
toil I found it. When I came home at night my valet proposed to give 
me a flogging. With the rest of the adventure I believe you are as well 
acquainted as myself.” 

“I suppose,” said I, “you missed the spot, in the first attempt at 
digging, through Jupiter’s stupidity in letting the bug fall through the 
right instead of through the left eye of the skull.” 

“Precisely. This mistake made a difference of about two inches and 
a half in the ‘shot’/—that is to say, in the position of the peg nearest the 
tree; and had the treasure been beneath the ‘shot,’ the error would 
have been of little moment; but ‘the shot,’ together with the nearest 
point of the tree, were merely two points for the establishment of a 
line of direction; of course the error, however trivial in the beginning, 
increased as we proceeded with the line, and by the time we had gone 
fifty feet, threw us quite off the scent. But for my deep-seated 
impressions that treasure was here somewhere actually buried, we 
might have had all our labor in vain.” 

“But your grandiloquence, and your conduct in swinging the 
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beetle—how excessively odd! I was sure you were mad. And why did 
you insist upon letting fall the bug, instead of a bullet, from the 
skull?” 

“Why, to be frank, I felt somewhat annoyed by your evident 
suspicions touching my sanity, and so resolved to punish you quietly, 
in my own way, by a little bit of sober mystification. For this reason I 
swung the beetle, and for this reason I let it fall it from the tree. An 
observation of yours about its great weight suggested the latter idea.” 

“Yes, I perceive; and now there is only one point which puzzles 
me. What are we to make of the skeletons found in the hole?” 

“That is a question I am no more able to answer than yourself. 
There seems, however, only one plausible way of accounting for them 
—and yet it is dreadful to believe in such atrocity as my suggestion 
would imply. It is clear that Kidd—if Kidd indeed secreted this 
treasure, which I doubt not—it is clear that he must have had 
assistance in the labor. But this labor concluded, he may have thought 
it expedient to remove all participants in his secret. Perhaps a couple 
of blows with a mattock were sufficient, while his coadjutors were 
busy in the pit; perhaps it required a dozen—who shall tell?” 
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THE SPHINX 


uring the dread reign of the Cholera in New York, I had 

accepted the invitation of a relative to spend a fortnight 

with him in the retirement of his cottage ornee on the banks 
of the Hudson. We had here around us all the ordinary means of 
summer amusement; and what with rambling in the woods, 
sketching, boating, fishing, bathing, music, and books, we should 
have passed the time pleasantly enough, but for the fearful 
intelligence which reached us every morning from the populous city. 
Not a day elapsed which did not bring us news of the decease of 
some acquaintance. Then as the fatality increased, we learned to 
expect daily the loss of some friend. At length we trembled at the 
approach of every messenger. The very air from the South seemed to 
us redolent with death. That palsying thought, indeed, took entire 
possession of my soul. I could neither speak, think, nor dream of any 
thing else. My host was of a less excitable temperament, and, 
although greatly depressed in spirits, exerted himself to sustain my 
own. His richly philosophical intellect was not at any time affected by 
unrealities. To the substances of terror he was sufficiently alive, but of 
its shadows he had no apprehension. 

His endeavors to arouse me from the condition of abnormal gloom 
into which I had fallen, were frustrated, in great measure, by certain 
volumes which I had found in his library. These were of a character to 
force into germination whatever seeds of hereditary superstition lay 
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latent in my bosom. I had been reading these books without his 
knowledge, and thus he was often at a loss to account for the forcible 
impressions which had been made upon my fancy. 

A favorite topic with me was the popular belief in omens—a belief 
which, at this one epoch of my life, I was almost seriously disposed to 
defend. On this subject we had long and animated discussions—he 
maintaining the utter groundlessness of faith in such matters,—I 
contending that a popular sentiment arising with absolute 
spontaneity- that is to say, without apparent traces of suggestion— 
had in itself the unmistakable elements of truth, and was entitled to 
as much respect as that intuition which is the idiosyncrasy of the 
individual man of genius. 

The fact is, that soon after my arrival at the cottage there had 
occurred to myself an incident so entirely inexplicable, and which had 
in it so much of the portentous character, that I might well have been 
excused for regarding it as an omen. It appalled, and at the same time 
so confounded and bewildered me, that many days elapsed before I 
could make up my mind to communicate the circumstances to my 
friend. 

Near the close of exceedingly warm day, I was sitting, book in 
hand, at an open window, commanding, through a long vista of the 
river banks, a view of a distant hill, the face of which nearest my 
position had been denuded by what is termed a land-slide, of the 
principal portion of its trees. My thoughts had been long wandering 
from the volume before me to the gloom and desolation of the 
neighboring city. Uplifting my eyes from the page, they fell upon the 
naked face of the bill, and upon an object—upon some living monster 
of hideous conformation, which very rapidly made its way from the 
summit to the bottom, disappearing finally in the dense forest below. 
As this creature first came in sight, I doubted my own sanity—or at 
least the evidence of my own eyes; and many minutes passed before I 
succeeded in convincing myself that I was neither mad nor in a 
dream. Yet when I described the monster (which I distinctly saw, and 
calmly surveyed through the whole period of its progress), my 
readers, I fear, will feel more difficulty in being convinced of these 
points than even I did myself. 

Estimating the size of the creature by comparison with the 
diameter of the large trees near which it passed—the few giants of the 
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forest which had escaped the fury of the land-slide—I concluded it to 
be far larger than any ship of the line in existence. I say ship of the 
line, because the shape of the monster suggested the idea—the hull of 
one of our seventy-four might convey a very tolerable conception of 
the general outline. The mouth of the animal was situated at the 
extremity of a proboscis some sixty or seventy feet in length, and 
about as thick as the body of an ordinary elephant. Near the root of 
this trunk was an immense quantity of black shaggy hair—more than 
could have been supplied by the coats of a score of buffaloes; and 
projecting from this hair downwardly and laterally, sprang two 
gleaming tusks not unlike those of the wild boar, but of infinitely 
greater dimensions. Extending forward, parallel with the proboscis, 
and on each side of it, was a gigantic staff, thirty or forty feet in 
length, formed seemingly of pure crystal and in shape a perfect 
prism,—it reflected in the most gorgeous manner the rays of the 
declining sun. The trunk was fashioned like a wedge with the apex to 
the earth. From it there were outspread two pairs of wings—each 
wing nearly one hundred yards in length—one pair being placed 
above the other, and all thickly covered with metal scales; each scale 
apparently some ten or twelve feet in diameter. I observed that the 
upper and lower tiers of wings were connected by a strong chain. But 
the chief peculiarity of this horrible thing was the representation of a 
Death’s Head, which covered nearly the whole surface of its breast, 
and which was as accurately traced in glaring white, upon the dark 
ground of the body, as if it had been there carefully designed by an 
artist. While I regarded the terrific animal, and more especially the 
appearance on its breast, with a feeling or horror and awe—with a 
sentiment of forthcoming evil, which I found it impossible to quell by 
any effort of the reason, I perceived the huge jaws at the extremity of 
the proboscis suddenly expand themselves, and from them there 
proceeded a sound so loud and so expressive of wo, that it struck 
upon my nerves like a knell and as the monster disappeared at the 
foot of the hill, I fell at once, fainting, to the floor. 

Upon recovering, my first impulse, of course, was to inform my 
friend of what I had seen and heard—and I can scarcely explain what 
feeling of repugnance it was which, in the end, operated to 
prevent me. 

At length, one evening, some three or four days after the 
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occurrence, we were sitting together in the room in which I had seen 
the apparition—I occupying the same seat at the same window, and 
he lounging on a sofa near at hand. The association of the place and 
time impelled me to give him an account of the phenomenon. He 
heard me to the end—at first laughed heartily—and then lapsed into 
an excessively grave demeanor, as if my insanity was a thing beyond 
suspicion. At this instant I again had a distinct view of the monster— 
to which, with a shout of absolute terror, I now directed his attention. 
He looked eagerly—but maintained that he saw nothing—although I 
designated minutely the course of the creature, as it made its way 
down the naked face of the hill. 

I was now immeasurably alarmed, for I considered the vision 
either as an omen of my death, or, worse, as the fore-runner of an 
attack of mania. I threw myself passionately back in my chair, and for 
some moments buried my face in my hands. When I uncovered my 
eyes, the apparition was no longer apparent. 

My host, however, had in some degree resumed the calmness of 
his demeanor, and questioned me very rigorously in respect to the 
conformation of the visionary creature. When I had fully satisfied him 
on this head, he sighed deeply, as if relieved of some intolerable 
burden, and went on to talk, with what I thought a cruel calmness, of 
various points of speculative philosophy, which had _ heretofore 
formed subject of discussion between us. I remember his insisting 
very especially (among other things) upon the idea that the principle 
source of error in all human investigations lay in the liability of the 
understanding to under-rate or to over-value the importance of an 
object, through mere mis-admeasurement of its propinquity. “To 
estimate properly, for example,” he said, “the influence to be 
exercised on mankind at large by the thorough diffusion of 
Democracy, the distance of the epoch at which such diffusion may 
possibly be accomplished should not fail to form an item in the 
estimate. Yet can you tell me one writer on the subject of government 
who has ever thought this particular branch of the subject worthy of 
discussion at all?” 

He here paused for a moment, stepped to a book-case, and 
brought forth one of the ordinary synopses of Natural History. 
Requesting me then to exchange seats with him, that he might the 
better distinguish the fine print of the volume, he took my armchair at 
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the window, and, opening the book, resumed his discourse very 
much in the same tone as before. 

“But for your exceeding minuteness,” he said, “in describing the 
monster, I might never have had it in my power to demonstrate to 
you what it was. In the first place, let me read to you a schoolboy 
account of the genus Sphinx, of the family Crepuscularia of the order 
Lepidoptera, of the class of Insecta—or insects. The account runs thus: 

“Four membranous wings covered with little colored scales of 
metallic appearance; mouth forming a rolled proboscis, produced by 
an elongation of the jaws, upon the sides of which are found the 
rudiments of mandibles and downy palpi; the inferior wings retained 
to the superior by a stiff hair; antennae in the form of an elongated 
club, prismatic; abdomen pointed, The Death’s—headed Sphinx has 
occasioned much terror among the vulgar, at times, by the 
melancholy kind of cry which it utters, and the insignia of death 
which it wears upon its corslet.’” 

He here closed the book and leaned forward in the chair, placing 
himself accurately in the position which I had occupied at the 
moment of beholding “the monster.” 

“Ah, here it is,” he presently exclaimed—“it is reascending the 
face of the hill, and a very remarkable looking creature I admit it to 
be. Still, it is by no means so large or so distant as you imagined it—— 
for the fact is that, as it wriggles its way up this thread, which some 
spider has wrought along the window-sash, I find it to be about the 
sixteenth of an inch in its extreme length, and also about the sixteenth 
of an inch distant from the pupil of my eye.” 
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